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I'm 50 but l'm still Izzy 

Chapter | - The Elevator 

Sacha's POV 

| had been hired by the concert promoters to assist in the interview sessions and to translate the interviews 
for the French-speaking press. | had witnessed most of the interviews and | knew that | would also receive the 
taped versions and the written parts overnight. Then | would have 2 days to work on those and translate them 


into French. Everything had to be ready for Monday. That would be a busy week-end ahead for me. 


It was a big deal to have Izzy joining Guns on stage for a few songs. The press was all over Axl and his 


rekindled friendship with Izzy. | had seen the interviews done by Axl that day, right after lunchtime. He was 
very pro, serious, very polite, he started on time as well. Not the very rock n roll image | had of him. Of 
course, this was no longer Axl from the 80's, that probably explained. He looked aged and a bit tired | thought. 
He was 50, so nothing unexpected. | remember thinking that one day I'd be turning 50 myself and | would hope 
I'd still be in shape to make a 10-minute gig at least. That was still far away though. | had also seen the 
following interview and press point with DJ Ashba. He was funny, | remember thinking | would have fun 
translating some of his jokes. Then at the end of the afternoon, it had been Izzy's turn. | had to take a call 
when he started his interview so | stepped out of the room. | came back in quickly to listen to his answers. He 
seemed very relaxed and laid back, but not overly excited about the press turmoil and media circus that was 
going on around him. So the rumors were true. He really did not like all this side of the industry. | couldn't 


blame him. | thought | wouldn't like to be under the spotlight all the time either. 


The journalists were disappointed when Guns' manager explained that Axl and Izzy would be interviewed 
separately. This had nothing to do with them not being in good terms. They were on stage together, so that 
was all good. But the band was the main feature of this press point and the interviews with Axl and with DJ 
Ashba had to be about the band, the tour, their future projects, etc. OF course, questions would come in 
about Izzy's presence for two nights as guest but that was mainly for Axl to answer and that was to be 
asked at the end of the main set of questions. The promoters knew what they were doing. This was promo for 
the band, not for Izzy, and keeping info at a minimum would only fueled more interest on the audience and 


press parts, so that was a win-win. | think Izzy probably did not care either way. 


| had always liked the band, the original one, all the way through the Spaghetti Incident album. | never got into 
the new band line-up when Axl finally released Chinese Democracy, so | was less knowledgeable about their 
recent things and | had to read and make some research about the band members and music to ensure my 
understanding of what they were talking about was correct. | liked that part of my translation job. It was not 
often that you end up working on something exciting and that you like. So this did not feel like work, for sure. 
The tour promoters were also paying for my hotel nights at this place, so | wasn't complaining. It was a fun 


job and it felt like a long week-end of holidays in Vegas. 


The rounds of interviews were finished since a while. | was gathering my things without rushing to make sure | 
wasn't forgetting anything. Everyone was pretty much gone now. | saw the last two photographs packing up 
their gear and the last few press people leaving, escorted by some assistant of the tour manager and 
security. | walked to the bathroom on my way out and then headed to the elevators to go back to my room. 
Which floor were we at again? Oh, yeah, 25th. My room was a modest but comfy room on the I2th floor. That 
was |3 floors to walk down. No stairs, thanks, I'd take the elevator. | pushed the down button and | waited. | 
could see through the windows on the side that there were dark clouds in the sky and it had started to rain. It 
was a little after 5 pm and the sun had not yet set but it was not very bright anymore. They forecasted 
thunderstorms for the whole evening and most of the night over Las Vegas. | guess | would stay inside the 
hotel and find something to do if the weather was too crappy. One of the elevators finally arrived. | stepped in 
It was empty. Good. | hated to be in an elevator with other people. | put my room key card in the slot and 
pushed on my floor. As the doors started to close, | heard someone asking to hold the door. Shit, | wouldn't be 
alone. But these things were so slow To arrive when you'd call them that | sympathized with whoever it was 


that did not want to miss it so | pushed the door open button A guy stepped in and gave me a quick look. 


"Thanks", he said. 


He pulled out his room key and pressed a different floor. | looked back at him and before | could say no 
problem, | saw his face. Oh my god. Izzy Stradlin just stepped in the elevator with me. He must have seen | 
recognized him from the silly stare | probably had on my face when | looked him up and he gave me a small 
grin. | wasn't the groupie type but something was so cool and casual about him that | surprised myself getting 


nervous and blushing for no reason 


Struck by lightning 


Five seconds later, there was a big noise and the elevator stopped abruptly. The lights flickered for a short 
while and then went off. 


"Shit!", | heard myself say, immediately followed by "Sorry", apologizing for the bad language. 
"No problem, I've heard worse", he replied. 


A few more seconds passed. They felt like an eternity. Light came back in the elevator but much softer. | 


looked above the door and realized there was an emergency light on It was faint but at least we could see. 
"For fuck's sake", | heard Izzy say in a loud sigh. He got his phone out of his pocket. 

"No fucking service." 

| looked at my cell, same result here. | pushed on the emergency button on the side panel of the elevator. 
After a few seconds, a voice acknowledged us and explained there was a blackout caused by lightning that had 
just hit the hotel next door, whose electric circuits somehow were connected to this hotel and building. The 


management was busy trying to sort out the situation and to re-establish electricity in the building, with the 


elevators as a priority of course, so we should not worry and we should be moving soon. 
"Well. Great. We just gotta wait then" 

| was mainly talking to myself out loud but | noticed Izzy was looking at me. 

"You don't seem very phased about all this", he told me. 

“There is not much to do", | said. "We just wait till its repaired. No need to panic." 


He did not look so cool anymore. Maybe he was scared. Should | say something to him? | wasn't sure. Most 
likely he was just annoyed. 


"You're ok?" | simply asked. 
"Yeah, it's just.. | don't like to be stuck somewhere, anywhere." 
"Me neither. At least, we're in a big elevator and its only the two of us. Still plenty of oxygen in supply." 


| leaned back against one of the elevator walls and | looked at him again. He still had his sunglasses on. Maybe 


he heard me think because he took them off and slid them into the V-neck t-shirt he had under his long shirt. 
The silence was a bit heavy but then | knew from what | had read that Izzy was not the most talkative person 
on the planet. | did not want to annoy him but | also did not want to stare at the wall next to me in silence til 
we would be rescued, so | ventured into commenting on the afternoon's press session. 

"The interview went well, didn't it?" 

He raised his eyes from the floor and looked at me suspiciously. 


"You're a journalist?" 


"No, not at all. 'm the translator. | was there to get the interview material to translate for the French- 


speaking press and media coverage in Europe and Canada." 

"Ok" 

He seemed relieved 

"| would be worst if you were stuck in this lift with a journalist, right?" 
| tried to make him smile. He did not smile but he answered me. 

"Yeah, or | could be stuck in here with Axl. Imagine the fun" 

"Oh, well, | don't know him. You two are good now, though?" 


"Sure, but Axl is really claustrophobic. By now, he would have screamed like a madman and banged his head 


against the doors a dozens of times already." 
| chuckled and | saw he finally smiled. 
"Ok, so worst case scenario for you would be to be stuck here with Axl, then second position is the journalist 


| was trying to distract us from this stupid situation. | suddenly also thought about another scenario to 


present to him. 

"What about if you were stuck in here with a horny groupie?" 

Izzy looked surprised at my remark but gave me a big grin before replying. 
"Darlin," he said, "I don't have groupies anymore. I'm fucking 50." 


| smiled back but did not dare to laugh. 


"| saw how some of the journalist women looked at you today", | kept on going trying to tease him to relax him 


a bit. 

"I know. They were probably wondering what happened to the Izzy guy they remembered from 20 years ago." 
He was in a self-deprecating mood, it seemed. At least he had a sense of humor and he wasn't taking himself 
too seriously. | had caught a bit of that same vibe when he was doing the interview but he was less chatty 
and more to the point with the press. 

| started to feel tired standing and waiting like this so | let myself slide against the glass wall and ended up 
sitting on the floor. | was sitting against one of the side walls. Izzy was still standing against the widest panel 
that was opposite to the doors. He took a look at me sitting and | saw him bend down and join me on the floor. 
"That might be long, you're right", he said. 

He had one leg stretched out and the other bent towards his chest. He put his arm on his knee to hold his 
head like it weighted a ton and looked around and up. The lift was covered in glass and mirror panels. The floor 
was shiny black marble. 

"Looks like I'm stuck in Slash's bedroom", he said to me pointing his finger at the mirror ceiling. 


| looked up and noticed what he meant. 


"Right... So some people do actually have mirrors on the ceiling of their bedrooms?", | asked a litte bit in 


disbelief. 
That sounded so corny and cliché. 


"You'd be surprised’, he answered me without further comments. 


What does it take to piss you off? 


Izzy's POV 


All in all, | must have spent 8 years on the road with the band, half of the time in a bus and half of the time 
in hotels. | had never gotten stuck in a goddamn elevator. That was fucking annoying. But now | was there and 


there was nothing | could do so there was no reason to get excited and upset, also because | wasn't by myself. 


It was kind of my fault anyway. If | hadn't asked whoever was inside to hold the elevator, | wouldn't be here. | 
would have probably taken the next one, which would have never arrived because of the lightning hit a few 
seconds later and so | would not be stuck. Patience was not a big virtue of mine, despite the song | managed to 


write about it, and as | saw this one about to close, | had to step in it. 


That girl had a point, though. It would be much worse if | were stuck here with a journalist. Shit, that would 
have been really bad. Or with Axl. He would have lost it by now and would be climbing the walls, literally. The 
horny groupie was an interesting scenario. Don't know why she said that but now | was thinking about it. When 
| was in my prime, say in 1989, after IO minutes in here with me, the groupie would have already screamed my 


name many times, that is, if her mouth was not too busy. Yeah, definitely. 


This girl here with me is not a groupie. Nah, no way. She is good looking though. And she must be bored now. | 
saw her slide down to sit. Thanks, darlin’, that gives me a great view down into your cleavage. She wears a 
buttoned shirt that is not buttoned up very high. She has a rice rack. White shirt, and | think | can see the 
edge of a black bra. Very nice. | can't believe it but | feel my dick twitching. Seriously? Now? Shit, Izzy, don't go 
there. | know myself. I'm 50, as | told her, but I'm still Izzy. Why did | have to look at her and think about all 
this now? Ok, let's sit, that will be less awkward. There. 


| glance up and actually look at what | see above me. This place is covered with mirrors. Wow. That's weird. 
That's like Slash's bedroom viewed from his bed, if | remember well. I'm sure that's a piece of info she will 
want to know about. So now we're making small talks about mirrored ceiling bedrooms. How long have we been 
stuck here? | should have checked my watch. What's the time now? 5.20 pm. 

"What time is the show tonight?" 


Her question interrupted my musing. 


"The concert starts at 4 o'clock, | play a couple of songs in the second part of the set, so after 10 o'clock for 


me. 
"But you have sound check before, don't you?" 


"Yeah, minimal. I'm not gonna do my diva for 2 songs. I'm sure the sound will be fine. Axl is a maniac when it 


comes to these things. If it's ok for him, it will be ok for me. Besides, they play here several nights, it's not a 


mess like when you set-up everything and then pack and reset it in another venue." 


She nodded. That was when | noticed how good she looks. She was beautiful in an unusual way. Maybe it was 
the stupid emergency light that had a strange faint blue glow but her skin looked very pale, almost 
translucent, and her eyes were dark. She had a short pixie style hairdo and a long neck, pretty mouth with 
plump lips, no lipstick on. Good choice. | never liked to kiss girls wearing lipstick That reminded me of one of the 
few good tips Stevie gave me when he was still in the band. If you get a girl with lipstick, get her to suck you 
first thing, it will get rid of most of her lipstick by the time she finishes you and wipes her mouth at the end. 
Then you get her to gulp some alcohol, to get rid of your own taste in her mouth. She's then ready for 
French-kissing. Rare words of wisdom from our ever so high drummer. Shit, | thought | was smiling. She must 
have seen me smile and she didn't know why | would smile like an idiot in this situation. | could see she was 


looking at me but trying not to look like she was. With all the mirrors around, she could do that easily, indeed. 


| preferred to look at her directly. She was a pretty nice sight. | was thinking that I'd have liked to know how 
her mouth tasted. Then I'd have tasted her neck and trailed down inside the opening of her blouse... Fuck, no. No 
way! | had a show tonight, Axl was all excited about it, | needed to have my shit together. | needed to focus a 
bit. | needed to make her talk, that would be distracting me from thinking. What should | ask her? | had always 
sucked at chatting up girls. | never needed to. | had no clue what to say or ask. What did she say she was 
doing here again? Translating the interviews, right? 


"So how come you speak French? You don't sound French." 

"lim not. I'm from here, well, from Oregon. But | was raised bilingual, English and French. We had a maid at 
home that was taking care of me and my siblings, she was French, then we got classes on Saturdays. So | have 
no merit." 


"Great", | said. "| barely speak English, so speaking two languages seems like a great achievement to me." 


"You were very well spoken during the interview", she told me. "And by the way, | actually speak four 


languages." 

She what? She was kidding me, right? She continued. 

| also learnt Italian and German in high school, and then at university." 

"Very impressive. You're very gifted." 

"| guess once you know a few languages it's easier to learn some others.’ 

She was modest but | knew it was a gift. Shit, | recalled Spanish classes when | was in high school. What a 
torture that was. | sucked big time. So she was good at languages. | wondered if she was good with her tongue 


in other ways too. Fuck, here we were again. But worse this time. Now, for some fucking reasons unknown to 
me, I'm starting to get a boner. Why? | looked at her and saw her rubbing the back her neck with one hand, 


eyes closed. She was biting her lower lip. Fuck, | was done. She opened her eyes and saw me checking her out. | 
tried to look somewhere else fast. Probably too late. 


"| spend too much time with my head bent down reading, writing or typing on the computer", she explained to 
me. "My neck is often stiff 


Babe, right then, your neck was not the only thing that was stiff here. 

"Maybe | could get a massage", she said. "They must have a spa or something like that in such a nice hotel." 
| was sure they did | could have also volunteered right this minute and helped her relax those shoulders and 
her neck | was not good at many things but | knew | was good with my hands. | was thinking | would enjoy 
running my hands over her neck and her back, preferably without her shirt on At this point, there was no 
reason not to fantasize a bit more, | was hard anyway. Good news was that | had a long shirt that was not 
tucked in my jeans. She couldn't see what she was putting me through. 


"You're seeing the show tonight?" | asked her. 


I'd love to but | fear it was sold out well before | even knew | would get this job and be here, so | couldn't 


buy a ticket. And Sunday's show is sold out too. | checked already,” 
"| can get you a ticket, if you want! 

She looked at me dubious. 

"And I'l throw in the backstage pass. I'm in a good mood! 

She laughed 


"You're in a good mood? You had a one-hour long interview, which you reportedly hate to do, and now you're 


stuck in a lift. What does it take to piss you off?" 
"l'm in good company, it could be worse, as we discussed earlier." 


| didn't know why | said that but | could see her smile and maybe blush a bit. It was hard to tell in the odd 
blueish tint of the emergency light. 


"But if you're serious about the ticket, I'd say yes, I'd love that. And thank you." 


Good girl, polite and nice and all that. Shit, | was in trouble now. A backstage pass meant she could hang around 


with me till | would go on stage at 10.00 pm. That left a lot of possibilities to kill time. 


"Deal", | said. "If we get out of this elevator, of course." 


And right when | said that, we heard a communication through the elevator emergency system telling us the 
electricity was back on and they were about to restart the all the systems. Just a matter of a few more 
minutes. 


"We're almost saved", she said. 


"What's your name or room number?" | asked her. "I'll leave the ticket and the pass at the reception for you 


to pick up." 
"My name's Sacha. Room 1213." 


Noted. No need to write this down, | wouldn't forget. Sacha was a nice name. Unusual as well. It suited her. She 


was cool. 


Two minutes later the lights were on again and the elevator was moving down. | stepped out at my floor and 
let her continue to hers. 


"See you at the show", | said before the doors close. 
"With pleasurel", she answered. 


Pleasure was all mine, babe. 


Something not glittery, shiny or short 


| went back to my room and it dawned on me that | had to get ready for the concert tonight. | hadn't thought 
| would do anything like that while | was here. Maybe | would go and see a show, since | was in Vegas and there 
are many to choose from with good price last minute tickets to purchase, but going to a GnR's concert, 
somehow invited by Izzy, that was something else. | shook my head and corrected myself. He did not invite me. 
He was kind enough to get me a ticket and a backstage pass. | was sure he was thankful that | was not a 
crazy-obsessed fan that drooled all over him for the 20 minutes or so that we were stuck together. 


| rummaged through my duffel bag, which | had not even fully unpacked since | arrived this morning. | looked 
for something to wear for the evening. | had packed 4 t-shirts, 2 shirts and a sports jumper. | had a leather 
jacket too. | had only one pair of trousers with me and | was wearing them. Black jeans, a bit fitting on top and 
a bit boot cut at the bottom. That was fine. | had taken plain t-shirts. Nothing really cool or fancy, and my 
shirts were simple buttoned white shirts that | would wear to anything work-related. | debated going out and 
buying something new. It was almost 6 o'clock but this was Vegas. Shops were open 24/1. It might be a bit 
pricey to shop around but when would | go again backstage at this type of concerts? | just needed something 
rice to put under my leather jacket. The air-conditioning in this city was killing me, | would wear the jacket 


Tonight. It was so cold everywhere indoors. | wasn't used to it. 


| was back in my room a little after 100 pm. | had never enjoyed shopping that much and Vegas was weird for 
that. | hadn't found anything that | liked Something that would not have been glittery or shiny or short. | was 
no longer 18, | was 3I and | did not want to look like a has-been groupie or cheer-leader. So | was back empty- 


handed and more stressed than before and decided to put on my dark blue T-shirt. At least it had a V-neck 


and showed some skin, so it was less plain. 


On my way back from shopping, | stopped at the reception to ask if anyone left something for my attention 
Before getting all excited and changing, | wanted to make sure | had a ticket for tonight. The hotel employee 
looked behind his desk in a drawer and came back with a closed envelope which had my name and room number 
on it. It was handwritten and it said For Sacha. | had chills running down my spine. What was happening? He just 
left me the ticket and the pass as he said he would. No reason to get all worked up about it. But | was kinda 
worked up and | was too excited to wait so | ripped open the envelope while | was stepping into the elevator to 
go back to my floor. There was a concert ticket, great seat, one of the front rows, and a backstage pass 
saying All Access. There was also a small piece of paper handwritten reading "See U tonight, Izzy" and a guitar 
pick One of his because it had his name on it. Wow. That was thoughtful. He had written a note for me. He did 
not have to but he took the time to do it. Even his handwriting looked cool. It was readable but artistic, like 
some font they would use in comics when characters talk to each other. The elevator was now stopping at 
almost every floor with people getting in and out each time, so my way to the I2th floor wasn't fast. It got me 
thinking about this late afternoon when we were stuck together and what usually happens when you see 
movies in which two persons are stuck in an elevator. Stupid me. | was not a teenager anymore and he 


certainly wasn't. He had been friendly but that was it. He wrote four words to my attention on a piece of 


paper. No big deal. 


| finally arrived in my room. | jumped into the shower, washed my hair, dried and styled my hair, put on some 
light make-up and dressed up. The concert venue was not far from my hotel but it was still raining so | 
needed a taxi not to arrive soaked | waited I5 minutes for a cab and hoped the traffic wouldn't be too bad so | 
wouldn't arrive late. It was 840 when | arrived. The All Access pass gave me priority entrance and | went 
through the line and security checks very fast to arrive in a VIP lounge area. | asked one of the security 
guards around for what there was to do and see around here and he pointed me in the direction of the stage 


and its sides, where all the action was happening. 


As | got closer to the stage and the musicians’ lounge and dressing rooms, | could see a concentration of 
people, mainly females, mainly younger. Izzy said he did not have any groupies anymore? Well, he seemed 
unaware of what was awaiting him tonight. Granted, probably, they were all here mainly for Axl, and maybe 
for the other members of the band. | wasn't sure which one was the most popular among the fans. | could see 
DJ Ashba talking with fans in one corner. | doubted that Axl would be there mingling with the All Access 
people, and | was sure Izzy wouldn't be around but the atmosphere was cool so | mingled with the crowd. 
There was a bar for the guests where | picked up a glass of red wine to sip on something while | was looking 
around and explored the surroundings. 20 minutes before the start of the show only and the roadies and the 
staff were still busy plugging in cables, preparing guitars and other instruments, tuning and checking all details. 
| went in their area, which was less crowded and away from the high-pitched girlie giggles emanating from DJ 


Ashba's excited fan club. 


| was hoping | would get a chance to see Izzy before the show. | was not quite sure what | would say to him 
but it would be nice anyway. | took another sip of red wine. | would probably need a second glass, just to 
settled those stupid nerves. Then | thought that if | saw him, it was not a good idea to be hanging around with 
alcohol. Shit. How do | relax? | don't smoke. | could do a few yoga postures and breathing exercises but | didn't 
want to look like a freak. That was all ridiculous anyway. If he showed up and even saw me before going to 


play, he would probably just say hi and that's it. 


| went back to the bar and asked for a Diet Coke. | started to regret that nothing had happened this afternoon 
in the elevator. | was kidding myself. He was not interested in me. | was certainly not the type of girl a guy like 
him would be into. Too bad. He was intriguing and handsome in his own way, he was friendly and had a cool 
sense of humor. He was a guitarist. He must have been good with his hands. Gosh, what was | thinking? | was 
not the kind of girl that would jump on a guy | barely met. And then what? We would have had hot sex in the 
elevator? Yeah, my style, exactly, right? | could never do that. | knew it. Arghhhlll | hated myself for having 
these thoughts. Why couldn't | just enjoy the concert that was about to start? It would be much better if | 


never saw him again. 


A raffle downstairs in the lobby 


Author's Notes: 
Trying to build some momentum here. Hope it's not too slow and reading is still fun 


Izzy's POV 

After the elevator incident, | gave a call to Axl when | was back in my room. | needed to ask for the ticket and 
pass and | needed to see with him if he could spare me the sound check. Of course the fucker would not let 
me off the hook and | had to show up at 7 pm he told me. | was bitching about that. Why did | have to show 
up at T o'clock for what | knew would be an unnecessary sound check? | did not want to hang around backstage 
or in the band lounge or dressing room with flowing alcohol and whatever else till 10.00 pm, which meant that | 
had to come back here and then leave to go there again for playing. Shit. And now Axl was coming down to my 
suite to hand me over the ticket and the pass. | was wondering why he would not send me one of his 
assistants to do that. Why did he pay them for? 

Axl showed up at my door I0 minutes later. 


"Here you go", he said, handing me over what | asked. "Who is it for?" 


He was curious, of course. That's why he came here in person. He knew | arrived here by myself and | wasn't 
the kind of person who had friends in every city, especially not Las Vegas. 


"No one, well just someone", | said trying to elude the question while | was searching for my lighter. 
He stared at me with a big question mark on his face. 


"You gonna make a raffle downstairs in the lobby and invite the winner?", he snorted at me, obviously not 


content with my vague reply. 
"Just someone who wanted to go and couldn't find a ticket. No big deal." 
"Let me guess.. Female?", he asked. 


Jeez, he wouldn't let go. | did not know what to say, so | flipped him off with a big smile. Axl rolled his eyes at 


me. 
"Whatever", he concluded dryly. 


| was relieved he gave up so easily. | thought we were in for another round at least. He was getting old. | 


looked at him and he seemed nervous about the show. First time we were on stage together since a long time. 
Or he was nervous because of all the media attention of the afternoon He craved it but it usually made him 
edgy, like any other addiction. 

"Relax, Axl. It's all going to go fine tonight. It's not like | don't know the songs." 

| offered him a smoke but he declined. 

"I know. | was thinking that after 14 Years, we could do Patience, ok?" 

"Sure", | said. 

"And you come back at the end for the encore, the very last song." 

"Okay. What do we play?" | asked. 

"You Could Be Mine". 

| chocked on the smoke | was just inhaling. That one? At the end of the show? That was odd. But | hadn't been 


on any GnR concert since several years, so who was | to say anything? | raised an eyebrow but nodded in 


acknowledgement. 
"What?", Axl said a little irritated. 
"Did | fucking say anything?" 


| looked at him trying to appease him with my zen look. Didn't seem to work. | was losing my touch to tame 


the wild beast apparently. 

"| saw your look. The one when you don't like something but don't say anything’ 
"So you mean my everyday look?" 

"Fuck you, lz" 

"Axl, its your band and your show. Am happy to play. Am not judging” 

"Yeah, right, except you are, but not to my face" 


"Fuck, man, | can still think on my own, ok? | like the song, it's fine. It's just that you'll be tired at the end and 


it's not the most relaxing one for you to sing." 


"I know, but | like to end on a high these days." 


| did not want to argue with Axl so | did not comment further. He knew | was right but | think he liked to 
prove to himself and the crowd, as well as his current band mates who were all younger than him, what he 


could still do at his age. 
"Ok, | need to go now. | have a massage before sound check" 
Axl turned around and | walked him to the door, trying not to sigh. 


‘It's great that you came, you know. l'm really happy", he said genuinely smiling at me, giving me a tap on the 


shoulder. And then he left. 


| stood there wondering if | had missed these mood swings in the last IO years. Answer was no. It could get 
tiring after a few months of touring. | walked back into my suite and found some paper and an envelope. | 
wrote a note and put the pass and the ticket in it before going down to the reception and leaving it for Sacha 
to pick up tonight. 


After | came back upstairs, | changed and prepared my stuff to go for the unnecessary sound check. At least 
the hotel was close to the venue and Axl had provided me with a car and a driver for the week-end, so | told 
him to drop me there and wait for me. 20 fucking minutes later my sound check was done. Everything was 
perfect, as expected. | could have just shown up later on that night. | told the driver to be downstairs again 
for me at 9.00 pm to drive me back to the concert venue. | could have proposed to Sacha to ride with me. 
Maybe she would have enjoyed the limo ride and VIP treatment. At the same time, it would have been a very 
bad idea as it would have just fed my fantasy about how to impress and woo her tonight. Listen to yourself, 
Izzy. "Woo her?" Really? That sounded pathetic. This girl must be 25, so half my age. Stop. Actually, she was a 
woman. | had to stop referring to her as a girl. That sounded gross. If she was a woman, that was already 
better. Yeah, try convincing yourself, man, it's almost working but she's still too young for you. Then it just 
occurred to me that she was probably not single. She was here for her work, not for a wild party week-end. 
But a woman like her must have a boyfriend, if she's not married. She did not seem to be the type to do one- 


right stands with strangers twice her age. Damn, that would be a long evening. 


On the way to the venue, | was sitting at the back of the limo. They had stocked the minibar with nonalcoholic 
drinks. Must be Axl's touch especially for me. No temptation here. | opened the window and looked outside at all 
the neon lights. One of those casinos had light blue lights on. This reminded me of the light this afternoon when 
| was stuck with Sacha in the elevator. She looked so good. | couldn't remember when | noticed a woman that | 
thought really looked good and spoke with her. My last divorce was an old story a few years ago. | had had a 
few girlfriends after that, but nothing very serious. Mainly rebounds, people that | got introduced to via a 
friend or that | met at a friend's party or concert. Carla had been my last girlfriend. Nice, very pretty, not 
stupid, long red hair. She made a scene when | told her | was going to Japan for a mini 3-week tour and 
recording session with the guys | usually play with. She wanted to join me. No way. She was jealous, not the 
first time she made comments in that sense. | didn't need that crap. | told her to pack her stuff and leave. It 
was the middle of the night. At least | had had the good idea to tell her about the Japan trip after we fucked. 


When was that again? | went to Japan in March, so 6 months ago. No girl since then. | had not even thought 
about that. Till today and meeting Sacha. Fuck, | would so do her if she'd only be interested. 


Showtime, Babe 


The concert had started at 410 pm. Almost on time. The backstage area was way less crowded now. Most 
groupies and fans had taken a seat in the venue to watch the show or were hanging around in the bar and 
food buffet area. The roadies and the rest of the crew were busy doing things somewhere else. They would 
suddenly appear and disappear in-between songs. | found a cozy spot of my own on top of some of the 
material boxes to sit on and watch the show from the side. As much as | tried to stop thinking about him by 
enjoying the concert, it wasn't working. He was nowhere to be seen but now it was 935 so if he had to play 
around 10.00 pm, he surely should be here by now. 5 minutes later, | saw a roadie pass by, dragging a rack on 
wheels with 3 guitars and a big sign attached to it saying Izzy. He was followed by another guy with less 
muscles but more tattoos. He must have been the guitar technician specialist or something like that as | saw 


he picked up one guitar and plugged it. He was tuning it, | guessed. 


A tall silhouette passed by and checked what the guitar tech was doing. It was Izzy. He spoke briefly with the 
guy who gave him a piece of paper. Izzy had a quick look at it, folded it and put it in his back pocket. Then he 
looked around. He saw me. | felt a lump in my throat. | tried to ignore it and look relaxed as much as | could till 


he arrived and stood next to me. 

"Enjoying the show?", he asked me. 

"Yes, it's great. Thanks again for this." 

| tried to sound composed and laid back. Not sure it was working but | gave it my best try. 


He took a pack of cigarettes from the inside pocket of his jacket and lit one up. He offered me one. | said | 


wasn't smoking. 
"Good call’, he replied 


A security guard spotted him lighting up his cigarette and started to rush towards him waving his arms 
frantically like Izzy was about to detonate a bomb. Of course you could not smoke in the venue. That's the law. 
We all know that. There were big no smoking signs everywhere. But | figured Izzy didn't really care. As the 
agitated security guard arrived right next to us and started to open his mouth to remind him of the no 


smoking rule, Izzy turned to him and gave him a deadly stare. 
"Fuck off, man." 
He said that very calmly. The guard looked at him stunned. He was big and tall and obviously not used to be 


talked like that. The guitar tech and a roadie arrived to ensure there was no problem. Izzy continued to smoke 


and looked at the security guard, then addressed the guitar tech. 


"Dan, can you explain to him what | meant when | said fuck off?" 


Dan did not have to say anything. The roadie put his hand on the security guard's shoulder and made him 
move away. Dan laughed and went back to his task fumbling with Izzy's guitars. 


"You know him well?" 


"Dan?", Izzy said, "He was already touring with us when | was still with the band. He knows | like to have a 


smoke before | go on stage." 


Of course. And | guessed Mr. Stradlin was not enjoying too much being told what to do. Some old rebel rock 
star habits, | supposed. 


He resumed his scanning of the surroundings. His eyes stopped on the stage. He was looking at Axl who was 
gesticulating. | was wondering what he was thinking. They grew up together and they started the band together 
but they were so different. Maybe in their 20's they were more alike but now, it was difficult to imagine they 
had been or still were best friends. | thought Izzy looked younger than his age. If | hadn't known he was 50, | 
would have said he was in his early 40's maximum. He was still standing next to me, eyes locked on the stage 
when | felt his right arm brushing against my back. He just rested his hand there on one of the transport 
boxes, he was not trying to touch me. | wish he would have. My lovesick teenager side was trying to take over 
again The muscular roadie of earlier arrived where we were and presented Izzy with a big basket full of small 


bottles of water. He took two and gave me one. That was sweet. 


"Thank you. Are you nervous?" | was wondering how he felt at this moment, a few minutes before stepping on 


stage. 
"No, never really been. | like playing live." 


We continued to watch the show. Actually, he was watching the show and | was watching him, trying to be 
discreet. He was wearing dark denim jeans and black leather Converse, a white shirt and a dark vest under a 
classy black suit jacket. He oozed coolness. Gosh, he looked even more handsome close-by. His face was narrow 
and well defined, nice skin, not very tanned but not pale. He had fine features but not at all feminine. Just a 
very fine guy. He had few wrinkles. When | had read all what he used to do in terms of drugs and alcohol, | 
was amazed at how he looked today. He looked in great shape, very healthy. Smoking wasn't a healthy habit but 
| guessed after having stopped so many addictions, he probably needed to keep that one just to stay sane. His 


jeans were not as skinny as in his youth but you could see he was thin 


After a few more songs | saw Izzy waving at Dan, his technician guy, who was carefully tuning one of the 
guitars, probably for the Ith time at this point. The guy was meticulous, if anything. He put it back in place 
when | saw Izzy's sign and picked up the black Les Paul from the rack and waited there for Izzy to arrive and 
put it over his shoulder. 


"Showtime, babe." 


| knew it was only an expression and it meant nothing but | liked to hear him call me babe. He put on his 
sunglasses and went to pick up his instrument and wait right next to the stage entrance. | could hear Axl 
announcing tonight's guest. It was not official on the concert tickets or posters around town but everybody 
interested in the band knew as it had been all over the internet in the last few days. A huge wave of applause 
greeted Izzy as he walked on stage. | was wondering what that felt like. Even a guy as laid back and relaxed as 
this man had to feel excitement at hearing the audience cheer for him that way. | stood up from where | was 


sitting to go and see the performance closer. 


Their rendition of 14 Years was great. Their voices were sounding perfect together as they sang the chorus. | 
liked Izzy's raspy tone when he was singing by himself. My brother, who was older than me, had bought his 
first solo album, the one he recorded after he split from the band. | remember listening to it and thinking he 
had a very cool voice. After the first song, the guitar tech picked up the acoustic guitar and handed it over to 
him on stage, taking back the Les Paul he had just used for the first song. | thought | saw Izzy looking right at 
me on the side of the stage and giving me one of his famous smirks. Dream on, girl. He must have been 
blinded by the lights on stage and | don't think he would look for me on the side in-between the two songs. 
After Axl finished moving stools to create the right seating arrangement on stage for the acoustic song, he 
looked at Izzy and gave him a nod. The started playing Patience and it was magical. | was trying to imagine how 
it felt to be singing a song like that one thinking about that somebody special. | knew he wrote that song and | 
was wondering who he wrote it for at the time, | was wondering who he thought of nowadays whenever he 


was playing it. 
Six minutes and a very long round of applause later, Izzy was walking back in the shade and handing over his 
guitar to Dan Surprisingly, he did not disappear into the corridor, towards the dressing rooms. He walked back 


where | was standing, with his nonchalant attitude, taking off his sunglasses. 


| did not want to sound like an overly excited fan but | couldn't stop myself and stand there saying nothing. | 
had to share my thoughts with him. 


"Wow, that was amazing, really beautiful,” is all | could think of saying. 
"Thanks, | think they liked it to," he said with a coy smile, referring to the crowd. 


| leaned a bit closer to his side, as the next song they had started to play was pretty loud and it got quite 


noisy all of a sudden 
It was very emotional. | was wondering what it feels like to sing that song." 


| hope | did not sound too cheesy but | wanted to share what my impression was when listening to them 


playing it on stage. 


Izzy turned around and gave me a cryptic look. No smirk this time. What did that mean? Oops. Ok, maybe | had 


said something that sounded stupid to him. 
"Feels like this." 


As he said those words, | felt him pulling me towards him and pushing his mouth against mine. It took me a 
few seconds to realize what was happening and when | did, | think | started to melt inside. It's a good thing he 
was holding me because my knees got weak almost immediately. | felt like a ragdoll. His kiss was strong but 
tender, an unexpected mix. He put his hands on my waist and | could feel them moving up my back as he held 
me closer. It was not as cold as | had anticipated so | had taken off my jacket already a while ago. | felt the 
warmth of his hands on my back through the thin layer of my T-shirt. One of his hands continued to slide up 
towards the back of my neck, till it reached the base of my hair. He gently held my head as he continued to 
kiss me. | had been so surprised by what was happening that | forgot myself for an instant but then moved 
my arms around him too resting my hands at the bottom of his back. His mouth tasted of cigarette and mint, 
and something sweet as well. | felt his tongue almost immediately pushing on my lips. | had already lost all my 
willpower and was under his spell. | let out a soft moan which he probably did not hear because of the music 
around us and | opened my mouth to let him deepen his kiss, enjoying the feeling of my tongue paying with his. 
Without realizing it, we had moved a few steps back As we were walking backwards, | felt | bumped into the 
transport boxes for the band's gear. Izzy swiftly lifted me up and sat me down on one of the lower ones. Stil 
kissing and softly biting and pulling on my lower lip, our faces were now just at the same level and | was 
starting to get lost looking into his brown green eyes. | had never been so turned on in my life. The guy could 


kiss. 


His grasp began to feel lighter. He slowed down his kissing, allowing us both to come down from the high nicely. 
He finally parted his lips from mine. They felt swollen and hypersensitive from the pressure and nibbling. Our 
faces were still so close, facing each other, breathless. His hand caressed my cheek and he passed the tips of 
his fingers on my mouth. The thought that these same fingers had been moving up and down his guitar neck a 
few minutes ago made this simple gesture so sexy. | was still panting but he seemed to have caught his 


breath already. 

"So, yeah, basically, feels pretty damn good, right?", he concluded with his eyes still locked on mine. 

It was hard to withhold his stare. | had never felt this hot and excited for someone | barely knew. He was 
horny as well. | had felt how hard he was when he pressed himself against me as we started to kiss. He had 
the upper hand though, with all his swag and coolness. | couldn't let him have the last word on this. | had to 
try to hide how spellbound | was, so | responded with the best line | could come up given the state of 
confusion | was in. 


"You kiss almost as well as you play." 


He did not expect me to sound that cocky, | think. He had a blank expression on his face for a second and then 


of course, a very sexy smirk He chuckled and gave me a real smile this time. 


"Babe, | love that smart mouth of yours even more now." 


That was all he could say, brushing his thumb on my still slightly swollen lower lip. 


You Could Be Mine 


Izzy's POV 


When | saw her by herself next to the stage sitting on the transport boxes, | couldn't resist. She was like a 
magnet. | had to go talk to her, say hi or something, ask if she was having a good time. She was dressed 
simply but | found her sexy anyway. Boots, jeans, T-shirt. She wore more make-up than in the afternoon but 
not too much, just around her eyes. It was too dark to see exactly which color they had Why did we always 
end up meeting in dark places? She saw me walking towards her. She looked a bit nervous. | was making her 
nervous. It was either a good thing or a bad thing. She was tempting, for sure. | was not nervous, | was 
attracted to her, but not like the last few girls | ended up with. Granted, they were nice but it seemed more 
of a done deal from the moment we met. You couldn't really call them groupies even though they were still 
easy. A few compliments and they were ready to jump in bed with me. Shit, that was not fun They were 
beautiful, | did not have to complain, but there was no sense of getting to know them before or after. They 
often wanted to know everything about me, which basically meant for me to confirm whether all the rumors 
about sex, drugs and rock n' roll in the band were true. Sure, they were. We even did worse things than they 
might have read about, | guess. They wanted to see if | was such a good fuck. And yes, it seemed that after 
all those years, | still was. Go figure. | had been gifted with few talents but the few | had, | wouldn't have 
traded them for anything else. Sacha wasn't the same, she did not go for the trashy memories or the GnR 
nostalgia. She tried to keep cool and be a bit distant even. | could sense it was just an act, it was intriguing. l'm 
older now. | need a bit more to keep me interested than a pretty pair of legs and a nice ass. Sure, Sacha 


seemed to have everything I'd like in that department too, but it was also what | couldn't see that was exciting. 


We didn't talk much while | was waiting for my turn to go on stage. | simply enjoyed being next to her. After 
that asshole security guard tried to prevent me from smoking, | tried to keep my cool and stay focused. | was 
making a very conscious effort not to look at her and stare like an idiot so | looked at the show and Axl on 
stage. Dan had given me the set list so | knew when it'd be my turn When Axl finished Pretty Tied Up, | waved 
at Dan and left the pretty Sacha to get my guitar. 


The crowd was crazy excited and they sang along most of the songs. Axl did sing Patience very well. 
Sometimes he rushes it just a little too much at the end. Not this time. 


When she asked me what it felt like to play the song, | had no clue what to answer. Seriously, I've played this 
song thousands of times. | am in a different mood each time, so it feels different each time too. | think random 
thoughts: past girlfriends, drugs, ex-wife n°l, my dog, ex-wife n°2, giving up my addictions, the cravings, 
friends, me and Axl as kids, whatever. Do | ever think about the song itself? The music, the chords, the notes? 
No. | never think about that. Once the song was there and | played it the way it would be, that was it. | knew 
it. + was registered in my mind and in my hands and I've been on autopilot since then for that song and many 
others. So | normally would look around at what's happening on stage, what Axl is doing, the crowd, the other 
guys on stage and | let my mind wander as the song unfolds. 


Tonight, of course, | was thinking about her, about Sacha. Most people think that the lyrics of the song have 


to be glued to a specific reality or memory. Maybe it was the case for other musicians but not for me. My 
reality of the day morphs into the song lyrics and it becomes what the song is about for that day, that 


evening, that concert. 


So how could | explain to her what | felt on stage tonight and where my mind was going? | hated using words 
to describe emotions anyway. A few words were usually enough, if you would choose the right ones. | 
preferred not too many words to leave a bit to the imagination. | looked at her and felt the urge to show her 
how it felt. That would be way better than trying to explain anything. She wanted to know how | felt? Fuck, | 
was sure tasting her mouth would feel as hot and smooth as | felt on stage playing the song. And holy shit, | 
was right. 


Her mouth tasted so good. It was something | couldn't define, some kind of exotic and fruity ice cream flavor. | 
knew | would like it. | was just hoping she would not push me back and slap me in the face or something like 
that. As | crashed against her mouth, she froze, probably not expecting that, but then she relaxed and parted 
her sweet lips to let my tongue in. | enjoyed every bit of her lips and soft hot mouth, feeling her panting as | 
stole her oxygen and demanded more, pressing her closer to me and running my hands over her back and neck. 
| was so ready to take her right there, on the box where she was sitting. | was not 25 anymore and she was 
not a drunken slut | picked up in some bar on Sunset Strip. | was enjoying this and if | wanted more | had to be 
a bit more subtle. She seemed to enjoy this too, she seemed to let me take control, so maybe she was into 
me. Maybe she was single. Maybe we could continue that later tonight. 


| had to cool down a bit for my own sake. Shit, she was making me hard and | still had to go on stage and play. 
| heard the end of the last song of the main set list. | could only imagine Axl's face as he would leave the 
stage and would bump into us making out like teenagers at their prom dance. | knew he would not appreciate it. 
So | had to calm down a notch and stop. It killed me to stop kissing her but | had to. Jeez, | loved her lips... If 
they had that effect on my mouth, | could only imagine what | would feel like if they'd be sliding down my dick. 
Shit, not a good idea to think about that now. Trying to think about Axl mad at me instead but as | can't take 


my eyes off her, even now that we've stopped kissing, it does not help much. 


| hoped | had answered her question at least. Feels pretty fine, right? She looked at me still flustered about my 
kissing skills apparently. Then | thought she was going to give me the sweetest compliment she could think of. 
Oh, but no. She locked her gaze into mine and she said that | kiss almost as well as | play. What the fuckl? 
Really, girll? She was fucking teasing me now! It was like she knew | was helpless. I'd go for a second round and 
more right now, just to show her but the first part of the concert was over and they were going to be off 


stage any second now. She had a smart mouth and that made me want her even more. 


An instant later, just as | thought, | saw the roadies rush towards the edge of the stage and the band come 
our way, getting drinks and towels, taking off sweaty clothes and waiting a few minutes before finally going 
back on stage. Axl ran all the way to his dressing room without even looking at me. Three minutes later | saw 
him ran back the other way, in a new outfit, for the final 3 songs, still not a glance in my direction. Fuck, | 


could have continued the make-out session for a few more minutes, he wouldn't have noticed. 


| always wondered why he had to run all the time during our gigs. He fell so many times during the UYI tour, 


mainly backstage but still, it became a bit embarrassing and he had to put make-up on his knees and legs to 
cover the bruises as he refused to swap his micro shorts for jeans or something longer when going on stage. 
20 years later and he was still the same. | guess that's why | couldn't hate him really, despite all the fuck and 
crap he could say and do. He was the same young reckless and angry kid | had always known. It's just that now 
with fame and money, he could be more obnoxious. 


After all the commotion of the off stage and back on stage interlude, they started the first of the last three 


songs of the final part. Sacha did not look nervous anymore. 

"What song do you play with them at the end?", she asked. 

"You Could Be Mine." 

| gave her my best smirk and leaned over to whisper in her ears. 

"How appropriate, don't you think?" 

She looked back at me straight in the eyes and retaliated 

"Works both ways," she told me as she ran her hands up and down the back of my neck 


She jumped down from the transport boxes where | had put her earlier and winked at me, walking to the bar 
area to get herself something to drink. 


Oh shit, there was no point trying to cool down now, | felt fire in my loins and just wanted to grab her, get 
her in the car and go back to the hotel, knowing that | wouldn't wait till we arrive at the hotel. | would be on 
stage with a major boner for the last song, there was no way around that. It wouldn't be the first time, but it 
had been a long while since that had happened. Why was | getting all worked up about her? 


You're sober but you're not a monk yet, right? 


Izzy's POV 


Once the show was over, Axl caught me as we walked off stage. He asked me to come to his dressing room. | 


told him to give me a minute and | went to give my guitar back to Dan. | saw Sacha arriving. 

"Have to see Axl for a moment, don't go anywhere, I'll be right back, ok?" 

| hated to let her there like that now but I'd be back. 

"Sure" she smiled at me. "I'll be over there with the rest of the guests waiting for you." 

Good, she's waiting for me. | hope she's not going to get drunk at the bar. That would be a problem. | haven't 
seen her drink though, why do | even worry about that? She had a coke and some water during the concert. | 
guess I'll see later what she's into. 

Axl was waiting for me in the middle of the corridor, flanked by his personal assistant, a tall platinum blond 
woman in a white suit looking like a corporate amazon from a David Lynch movie and his bodyguard, who is 
probably 6'5" and three times my weight. Axl looked so tiny in-between those two, it was hilarious. | 
suppressed a laugh and joined him. 

"What are you doing, Izzy?", good old Axl, always the patient type. 

"Just gave back my guitar to Dan, the tech, and | was talking with him." 

"Nothing's gonna happen to your guitars, he knows his job. Come on" 

| didn't see what was the rush about but the sooner we were done talking, the sooner | could join Sacha and 
we could leave. | had the limo waiting and | wanted to get the hell out of here with her, picking things up where 
we left. 

Everything was white and kind of glossy in Axl's dressing room, except for a gigantic vase filled with red roses. 
With the lights on, it was almost blinding. How the hell could he stand this? | resisted the urge to put my 
sunglasses on. He was already undressing to take a shower. 

"We can talk tomorrow, | let you shower." 


| knew he wouldn't let me go but it was worth a try, just in case. 


"No, just give me 5 minutes. There is coke and whatever you want in the fridge." 


"You're offering me coke?", | said as a joke. 


"The drink, asshole. Who keeps cocaine in the fridge anyway?" Axl laughed at me half naked." You wanna 


shower too?" 

| almost dropped the can | just picked in the fridge. 

"You're inviting me to join you?", | knew he would snap back at me not finding it funny. 

"After mel" Axl yelled at me, now completely naked. "Izzy, you're creeping me out: 

"You're the one asking." 

| shrugged and went to sit in the white leather sofa across the room. 

The room decor was freaky. | felt like | was in a surgery lab on an alien spaceship. Maybe Axl had been 
abducted by aliens and sent back here to observe us after they messed up with his brain. That'd explain some 
of his latest odd fashion tastes when it came to stage wardrobe. Note to myself: | should write a song about 
that when l'm back home. 


Five minutes later he was back, showered and looking rested, wearing a white fluffy cotton bathrobe. 


"So what did you wanna talk about that cannot wait?" | asked looking at my watch and thinking of Sacha's 


mouth. 
"Great show, thanks for coming. You made it great. The crowd loved it" 

"No thanks needed, you know | come if | can It was fun" | said 

"You come to the after party?" 

"After this? Huh.. No 

Axl shook his head at me. 

"Shit, Izzy, this is Vegas. Don't tell me you're gonna be back in your room at midnight and go to bed” 


Actually, yes. | was very much hoping so, with Sacha. Of course, he didn't know about her so he couldn't 
imagine why I'd refuse his party invitation. 


"| don't want more crowd and public attention. Today was quite enough already. | went through one hour of 


interview. I'll need 3 years to recover from that. You know." 


"Relax. l'm dressing up, let's see what's left backstage and maybe we pick up some girls and bring them over 


to the party. Fuck, you're sober but you're not a monk yet, right?" 
"I can fend for myself in that department, thanks." 


"I know chicks always dug your mysterious side and all that shit but you're still single now and you divorced 
what? 4 years ago?" 


‘lve dated since then" 

If you say so. But now you're seeing someone?” 

| just wanted to get the hell out of there. 

"No" 

| stood up and walked to the door. 

"You don't need me to zip up your jeans, do you? I'll let you finish.” 

Axl gave me an exasperated gaze. 

"Ill see you in IO minutes over there", he replied moving his hand in the direction of the door. 


| opened the door and left not feeling the need to specify to him that | would not be over there IO minutes 


later. 


| went back to the guest lounge area, where | saw Sacha who was discussing with Dan, the guitar tech who 
had been taken care of my instruments. Was he hitting on her? | navigated around the bulk of the people who 


were there, trying to avoid eye contact and ignore anyone who tried to address me. | arrived next to Sacha 
"Lets get out of here", | told her. 


It was not a suggestion but rather a statement. | grabbed her by the hand and made her follow me as | was 
hurrying down the corridor leading to the venue backdoor and private parking where the limo was waiting. She 
looked confused and probably found me rude. She was actually in the middle of her sentence when | yanked her 


away from the guitar technician 
"Hey! What's the rush?", she protested as we were walking to the door. 


| wanted to leave before Axl comes out of his dressing room and harasses me to join him to his after party’, 


| explained to her. 


On the parking, | saw my driver next to my car. As soon as he noticed us, he dropped his cigarette and walked 
around the car to open the door. | let Sacha get in and before following her inside, | told the driver to take us 
around for one hour before going back to the hotel. | knew he got what | meant. He nodded without making any 


comment. 


Stop thinking 
Sacha's POV 


The sound of the limo door slamming behind us startled me. Almost immediately, | could hear the car engine 


and we left. Izzy sat next to me. It was warm in the car, so | took off my jacket. 
"Sorry", he said passing a hand through his hair. 
"What was this all about?", | questioned. 


From the way he looked back at me, he saw | was slightly annoyed. | tried not to be but this was not the same 


cool and relaxed Izzy that | had spent a few moments with. 


"I told you, l'm sorry. Axl wanted to drag me to his after party at the hotel. | have no need or wish 
whatsoever to go there but he can be a pain when he wants me to do something. | had to leave." 


Ok, so he was fleeing from Axl. They definitely seemed to have an interesting dynamic going on. 
"And | wanted to leave with you", he added. 


My heart skipped a beat. Sure, he gave me that incredible kiss half an hour or so ago and then he was kind of 
flirty in his own not too talkative way. He told me to wait for him after the show. | thought he wanted to chat 
a bit more. It did not register in my simple mind that he wanted to spend the night with me. Stupid, right? | 
mean, it was Izzy Stradlin. | guessed he had just decided that we were going back to his hotel room for the 
night. So there | was. Going with Izzy to his room, in a limo. He wanted to have sex with me, or more precisely 
fuck me. That was not something | was used to. OF course, I've had boyfriends and we slept together but not 
before | knew them a bit and they knew me. A little voice in my head said that | knew him since | had read the 
press kit about him before the interview. Yeah, right. Another little voice also told me that even if | was 
trying hard to talk myself out of this, | actually wanted this. Seriously? Let's see. | remembered the kiss and it 
was all it took to give me goosebumps all over. | hated that. Not the kiss or how it felt. | hated to be 
powerless. | had never felt like that for a guy. | would get to know them and then things would progress the 
way | decided. | was not used to let my emotions take over. This was scary. | needed to think about something 


else. But first, | had to ask just to be certain of what was happening. 
"So where are we going now?" 
He thought for a few seconds before answering. 


"Well. | thought I'd give you a ride back to the hotel. Better than a taxi, don't you think? And no waiting time." 


He was sitting sideways on the narrower side of the limo seat, close to the corner. | was sitting on the longer 


side. 
"Yes, sure, thanks." 


That did not sound good at all. Oh, boy, | was sure he could feel | was nervous. | tried to lighten the mood a 
bit. 


I'm probably not as much fun as you hoped for when you kidnapped me from the guest area’, | finally told 


him with a small smile. 
This tension in the car and the silence were driving me insane. He shook his head and turned more towards me. 


"No, you're fine. | screwed up the moment a bit, | guess. l'd rather be back next to the stage with you and 


sneak out then’ 

He moved a little closer and | felt his hand caressing my cheek and moving in my hair. 

"Finally | can look at your eyes with some decent light around’, he said 

| did not particularly like my eyes. They were blue but not the rice azure color, that pretty light blue you'll 


want to get lost in. No, mine were dark blue. Ever seen anyone with dark blue eyes? Me neither, except me 


when | was looking at myself in the mirror. Like | was not nervous enough, now | was also self-conscious. 


Izzy's POV 

Take it slow, Stradlin. She seemed to be relaxing a bit. Finally, | could look in her eyes. She had dark blue eyes. 
Holy shit! She had the most beautiful eyes | had ever seen. Deep dark blue, cobalt or indigo with a veil of fog 
over them giving them hints of grey. They had the color of a stormy sky at dusk, a mix of ink and thunder 

clouds over a dark sea. | felt like drowning into them. 

"Sacha, you have fucking beautiful eyes." 

That was all | could say. 

"They're nothing special. Not a light sky blue and not black or grey either." 

She looked down on the limo floor. | wanted to see her eyes again. | tilted her chin up a bit. 


"Yeah, thats what make them so amazing." 


She was confusing me. She was not all over me but she was cool and friendly, then she was fucking teasing me 


and turning me on like | hadn't been for a while and now she looked like a shy little thing. She was not playing 


though. She was changing every few minutes. | always hated handling Axl's mood swings, even if everyone 
around us thought | was great at that. | hoped she was not bipolar or something. 


"Come here", | said to her, grabbing her hips and making her sit on my lap. 


She gave me a smile and her eyes sparkled too. | started to get her, | thought. She wanted this. She wanted 
me, she wanted everything | was thinking of doing with her but she did not want to admit it. To me or to 
herself. No clue why. 


"Stop thinking’, | told her and pulled her close to me for a kiss. 


She responded right away and kissed me back, slowly moving her hands in my hair and over my shoulders. She 
moved a little to be more comfortable, turning around to face me and moving one of her legs over my lap. She 
was leaning towards me, her hands running down my chest. Over my shirt and my vest. She broke the kiss and 
continued to move her hands up and down my body. She started to open my vest, just a few button to undo 
there, then my shirt. She just unbuttoned it halfway and slipped one hand under the shirt over my skin. Her 


touch was soft but | felt like it left burning marks over me. | was dying to feel her hands all over me. 

My hands were on the small of her back and slid down on her ass, a very fine curvy spot that | could keep on 
stroking for the next hour or so. | squeezed her closer to me and heard her moan next to my ear. That was a 
sexy noise she made. | wondered how she'd sound when I'd made her come. | so wanted to hear her say my 
name and moan for me, because of me. 

| ran one of my hands up her back under her T-shirt. | could feel the goosebumps on her body, more so when 
| caressed her stomach and continued up. | couldn't see but | could feel she was wearing a lace bra. It felt nice 
and | could only imagine how it could look on her naked skin. | pulled her T-shirt over her head. She let me do 
but then gave me a worried look 

"We must be close to arriving at the hotel by now. And what if the driver sees us or..2" 

She pointed at the separator between us and the driver in the front. 

Oh, that. Of course. 

"He won't. And | told him to drive us around for an hour so we don't have to rush anything. No worries." 

She looked surprised and a little amused that | planned for this. | hoped she did not find me too presumptuous. 
She looked pretty as a picture sitting across my lap without her top on. She bit her lower lip and looked at me 
as | started to push aside the straps of her bra, making them slide off her shoulders. 


That's when | heard a buzzing sound coming from the pocket of my jacket. Fucking cell phone. 


Sacha looked at me waiting to see what | was going to do. | couldn't care less who was calling, she had all my 


attention. Except that this stupid thing was still ringing. | searched for it in my pocket to shut it down | picked 
my phone and it stopped ringing. | saw it was Axl. Not surprised. | guessed by now he figured that | was not 
backstage and not joining his after-party. 


"Who was it?" 
"Nobody", | said with a sideway smile. 


| ran my fingers through her short hair and messed them up a bit. That was a good look for her. 


"So where were we?", | asked her with a hungry smile. 


| guess | like to suffer 
Sacha's POV 


| was hoping that we wouldn't get interrupted by his phone again. He did not seem to care who had tried to 
reach him. He put his phone back in his pocket and focused all his attention on me. | was definitely ready for 
more kissing and whatever else he had in mind now. My body was melting under his touch and his mouth and | 
wasn't very much aware of what was going around us, despite the city noise and the bright lights behind the 


black windows of the limo. 


| hadn't noticed the car stopped for longer this time. Not like when it stopped for a red light and then started 


again a few seconds later. We had stopped for a while and the limo wasn't moving anymore. 


| was laying on the limo seats and Izzy was hovering over me. | thought he noticed the standstill too as he 


stopped his hand which was reaching out for my belt. He looked up and then down back at me. 
“Guess our one-hour free ride is up", he said with a smile. 


Already? Time flies when you're having a hot make-out session with a cool guitarist. He sat back on the seat 
and gave me his hand to help me sit. 


"What do you want to do now?", | asked him innocently. 


He grinned at me, as he was putting back his shirt and vest and jacket. | quickly put back my T-shirt and 


jacket as well. 
"We can continue in a more comfy place", he said softly. "You come with me?" 


| nodded and followed him out of the car. | wasn't sure how late it was but there were always people going 


around in Vegas. 


We made our way fast through the lobby and went straight to the elevator. Nobody else was waiting, lucky 
for us. As we stepped into the first elevator that arrived, we looked at each other and laughed. Felt completely 
like déja-vu. 


He was looking hot half dressed. He had not really bothered buttoning up his shirt and vest, he had just put 
them back on and slightly tucked the front part of his shirt into his jeans before leaving the car. | was surely 
staring too much at him because he walked close to me very well aware | was admiring him and pushed me 


against one of the elevator panels. His mouth was right next to my ear. 


"So was it just me this afternoon or you thought about that too when we were stuck?", he asked me that as 


he started to kiss the side of my neck. 


| knew | had thought about it, but mainly later, when | was by myself, so | decided to go for a vague answer, 
trying not to sound too desperate. 


"Somehow". 

He looked at me frowning his brows. 

"Yes and no, see what | mean?", | tried to explain myself. 

"Not really." 

The elevator's bell rang and the doors opened. Izzy glanced out and took my hand to lead me to the left. There 


were less doors in this hallway than on my floor. This whole floor was for suites so there were fewer than 


standard rooms. As we were walking, | heard his jacket buzzing again. Izzy shook his head and cursed. 
"Shit. Come on, Axl, just fucking drop it" 


So it was Axl who was trying to call him? | guess it was him already when we were in the limo. This time he 


did not even check his phone and simply waited till it stopped ringing. 


We arrived to his suite, almost at the end of the hallway. He slid his card key into the lock which turned green 
He opened it, switched on the light and invited me in. 


This was a big ass suite with everything Vegas had to offer, short of a fountain and a bowling alley in the 
middle of the living room. | looked around and shook my head, laughing at the luxury display. 


"Yeah, | know. Little over the fucking top." 

He took off his jacket and let it fall on a chair. 

"Do you wanna drink something?", he asked me. 

"There's everything you want over there." 

He pointed at a bar area at one end of the living room. | was not quite sure whether he was joking or not. 
"You're ok with a bar and alcohol in your suite?", | asked in disbelief. 


Its been 20 years. | can control myself. And then, | guess | like to suffer. The bottles remind me what | went 
through to stop." 


Strange approach but if that worked for him, very well. 


| poured myself a big glass of water. | did not feel like drinking something else and making it all awkward. | could 
easily make things awkward all by myself already, no need to add alcohol and potentially screw up. 


"Can | have a look around?" 

"Go ahead", he sat on the couch and took a cigarette. 

| could feel his eyes following me around as | was exploring the living room and peeking into the hallway on one 
side to see where it was leading. It seemed like a bathroom and two more doors, maybe two bedrooms. Walking 
in the other direction, where the bar area was, there was a kitchen with a dining area for 6 people, as well as 
room with a pool table and giant flat screen TV. 

Back in the living room, | went to see the view from the big bay window. You could see two thirds of the Strip 
from here. It looked amazing with the neon lights at night. | was enjoying my first visit to Las Vegas and was 
smiling. As | was still admiring the view, | saw Izzy's reflection in the window as he was walking towards me. | 
turned around and was still smiling like a kid in a candy store. 

"I can't believe I'm actually here and it is originally for work", | said 

"So am |" 

"Sure," | replied. "Its just that my work usually doesn’t involve fancy hotels and rock concerts." 


"My current job either. This is just because of Axl." 


He was maybe trying to be humble but | guessed that anywhere he would go, people still knew who he was and 


he probably had VIP privileges. 


| spun on my heels and took another look outside. There was a fountain and light show going on down at the 


end of the Strip, we could see it from here. 


Izzy was right against me now. | could feel his breath on my neck, his hands on my hips and his rock hard dick 
against the back of my leg. 


"Sacha, l'm not sure | can hold on any longer... |. Fucking. Want. You. Now", | heard him whisper next to my ear. 


His voice was such a turn-on, soft and husky. | liked his singing voice but | liked his bedroom voice even more. 


He was not the only one turned on. He must have known it. | couldn't resist him. What would | hesitate? 
"Which way to your bedroom?", | heard myself say in a surprisingly steady voice. 


| was nervous as hell. 


Can you be any more morbid? 


Finally! She was fucking killing me. In a good way, but still. 'm no longer so young; | can only take so much. When 
| was 21, | could just have banged her three times since we had left the concert and | would still be ready to 
go. It was only LOO am. And if my body did not follow my plans, there was nothing coke couldn't fix. Now that | 
was older and not using dope anymore, | could only resort to my weird but endless imagination and a healthy 
blood flow to keep it up. And certainly Sacha was quite an exciting sight, | did not need to imagine anything. | 
could see it all there right in front of me. 


| was already barefoot when we arrived in the bedroom and | dropped my open shirt on the floor. She did let 
me undress her and | noticed she had forgotten to put back her bra. So it was in the limo. Mmmh... I'd give it 


back to her tomorrow. Or | might keep it as a souvenir. 


She was so beautiful, thin but with curves everywhere | would want them. | gently pushed her down on the 
bed which was still undone from this morning. | must have forgotten to remove the Don't Disturb sign on the 
door; housekeeping did not come in. She was smiling at me but she was blushing too. She was just wearing her 
panties. | was going to leave her like that for a few minutes. | loved teasing. | got out of my extremely 
uncomfortable jeans and tossed them away, my boxers too. Jeez, that felt good. | crawled on the bed next to 
her and began to take a good look at her killer body. Her skin had that milky white complexion, kind of like Axl's, 
maybe a bit rosier. No tattoos, no piercings. | let my fingers brush against her skin, barely touching her. She 
was already breathing faster. | traced further down towards her stomach and belly button and slid to the side 
on her hip. She tried to turn on her side as | was doing so but | pushed her on her back and continued. Her 
cheeks were flushed. | wondered why. But then | resumed my exploration and as | was caressing her hip | saw 
what she probably did not want me to see and why she tried to turn She had a scar that started right above 
her right hip and went down several inches over the outer part of her thigh. It was not a new scar but it was 
big and you couldn't miss it. Must have been a serious wound. | couldn't care less, it did not make her any less 


beautiful but | was wondering was it was. 


Stradlin, don't ask her, she's not gonna like that. | should have probably listened to myself for once but it 


seemed to make her feel uncomfortable and that was stupid. So | asked 
"How did you do that?" 

She looked away from me. 

"Hts old An accident" 

Glad to hear it wasn't a self-inflicted cut. Must be € inch long, 


"What kind of accident?" 


What the fuck, Stradlin? Really? Can you be any more morbid? You're in bed with this hot woman and you're 
asking her that? 


Yeah, ok. In retrospect | realized this was a bad idea the minute | asked the question but then, it was too late. 


Still | was curious. 

"Can we not talk about that?", she was definitely not enjoying curious Izzy. 

"Sorry." What else could | say now? 

| resumed to caress her and moved on to stroke her leg. 

It was a car accident, 1 years ago." 

| raised my eyes at her. 

"You don't have to explain | was out of line to even ask." 

Lets try to get back into the sexy mood by not talking about car accidents. Should | say something funny 
now? Probably not. | was not so good at funny, at least not when | tried on purpose. | could do cynical and 
sarcastic without problem, that had been my home turf since | could speak, but funny, nah. It was a skill. Duff 
had it. Duff could be funny at any moment and it was good. He could relax the atmosphere and make people 
feel better. Maybe | should call Duff right now. That was what friends are for, wasn't it? Stop the non-sense, 
Izzy, just stick with what you're good at. 

| moved up a bit on the bed and gave her a kiss, locking my gaze into her stunning dark blue eyes. Oh shit.. 
She was tearing up. Even high on drugs and drunk | had probably rarely been such a perfect asshole. What 
was | thinking asking her about that in the first place? 

She pushed me away and sat on the edge of the bed, her back to me. 

"Sacha..." 

"Its ok.. Just give me a minute, alright?" 

She was crying. | had been a first class moron, ok, but yet | couldn't understand why she was reacting like 
that to the mention of a scar coming from a car accident. What puzzle piece was | missing? She was perfect 


so far. Not annoying, not slutty, not substance-addicted, not crazy. Why was she overly emotional about that? 


| was trying to listen to my inner voice for words of wisdom but all | heard myself say was that | fucked it 
up and so now | just had to cope with it. Helpful-not. 


"Listen, Sacha.. I'm not sure | get what's the problem here." | touched her shoulder and | felt her shudder. 


‘lm sorry Izzy, it's not you. Its me. | got this flashback now about the accident.. My brother died in the 


accident. He was driving the car." 

Oh. Shit again. So it was not the scar, really, it's that she lost her brother. You don't need to have been in bed 
with as many women as | have to know that it's not good when they bring up the subject of their brother 
while you're both naked and ready to fuck. Or then the woman is into pretty twisted fantasies and then you 
just go on with it and leave right after, to ensure you're no longer around in case she invites her brother for 
round two. 

"| don't know what to say", was the best | came up with trying to sound comforting. "You wanna talk about it?" 
| didn't know what to expect now. 

"| don't think | should talk about that. Not with you." 

Okay.. What the hell did she mean by not with me? 

I'm not that insensitive, if thats what you think You can talk to me." 


"No, | can't" 


She stood up and looked around. She picked up my shirt and put it on to cover herself before going to sit on a 


loveseat next to the window. 
"l'm good at listening." 


That was true. | had had years of practice listening to Axl's stories on his abusive stepfather and later on 
about his fucked-up girlfriends and relationships. 


"Stop it, Izzy. You're just making this worse." 

"Sacha, fuck, talk to me. | don't get it, alright?" 

| can't talk to you. | can't tell you that this reminded me of the accident and seeing my brother die next to 
me because of a drunk junkie driver who went through a red light and smashed his car into ours in the middle 
of the night." 


Holy shit. 


| looked at her all curved into a ball on the loveseat wearing my shirt. She was right. | couldn't do anything. | 
picked up my underwear and my jeans and went to the living room, leaving pretty Sacha sobbing silently in the 


bedroom. 


A big slap in the face 


Author's Notes: 
shorter chapter, but more to come in next one.. 


Sacha's POV 


If there ever was a recipe for a full-on disastrous one-night stand experience, | surely managed to master it 


tonight. What had just happened to me? This was insane. 


It was not the first time | was in this situation. | had to explain the same thing to my last three boyfriends, in 
more or less the same circumstances. Or maybe only twice. One had already seen me in a swimsuit before we 
went to bed so he had seen the scar. The other two, well, | told them it was the car accident, full stop. | was 
used to dating a bit before sleeping with a guy so by the time we were going into my bedroom, the subject of 
family with ‘do you have any siblings? type of question had come up already and | had talked to them about 
my brother's death in the accident. There was not too much to discuss further and obviously, since they knew 


what the scar related to, they did not talk about it. 


| knew it was not Izzy's fault. He was just curious, he tried to comfort me, he tried to make me feel better. | 
guessed that's why he asked questions. He couldn't know that the more he tried, the worse it got. The more 
he asked, the more | feared to answer him. And when | could not bear to beat around the bush anymore, then 
of course he took it like a big slap in the face. Maybe | should have lied and invented something. But I'm not a 
good liar. Or | should just not have said everything. Just that my brother's death was unbearable. | would have 
looked like a depressed psycho sister overly attached to her deceased brother. Not the most attractive. There 


was no right answer given the moment. 


| wasn't thinking of Izzy as a former junkie. | was enjoying him as he was now, a cool musician with a dead sexy 
nonchalant attitude. | did not know him 20 or 30 years ago. | am sure he was not a bad guy back then even if 
he was doing drugs. | mean, he was great now. You can't be that great now and have been evil and bad before. 
He did things he shouldn't have. He got over it. He had to be proud of himself for everything he did in his GnR 
life and also in his current life and getting sober and not failing for 20 years. But my story was surely a 
reminder of the worse part of his life. 


| stopped crying and felt angry at myself for having screwed up our night. He was most likely waiting for me 
to leave. | couldn't blame him but | would have liked to stay. | would have liked to start all over again from the 
moment we stepped in his bedroom. | looked like a mess now, with my eye make-up that wasn't waterproof. 
There was a mirror on the side of the wall in the bedroom. Great, | looked like an angry raccoon. | had to clean 
my face. | went to the bathroom and decided for a shower instead. That would help. Then | would go and 
apologize to him without making a scene and | would walk away with what was left of my dignity. 


Izzy's POV 
| heard the shower. | hoped she would feel better after that. 


How did | end up in such a shitty situation? Of all the things that could have happened, that one. She probably 
hated my guts for reminding her of that junkie who killed her brother. Everything went so wrong and there 
was nothing | could do to change the situation Usually when things went wrong, it was my fault. | just had to 
suck it up and deal with it but here, that was not my fault. So why did it still end up ruining my evening with 
her? Let's even say ruining the whole week-end, because | knew that | would want to see her again tonight, and 
then Sunday too. | would have asked her to come to the gig again on Sunday. Now that | was thinking about it, 
after that, she had to go back to Oregon and | would be off home to California or my country home in Indiana, 
even further away. What was the point in all this? Still, | did not want this week-end to be so fucked up, not 


when it started so well a few hours ago. 


| have to say | never really thought about these things at the time, the consequences of my crazy life on 
others. | am not sure for Duff and Slash, if this ever crossed their minds, and | have no idea what was ever 
happening into Stevie's head anyway, but | never spent time playing ‘what if! in my mind. When | decided to quit 
and get sober, | did it for me. | did not want to die. | did not want to depend on anything for living my life. So | 
kicked those things away for those two reasons. | knew it was killing my parents and my brothers to see me 
like that. | avoided seeing them as much as | could because of that. | knew Axl was worried sick for me as well 


as for the others. But he was always more worried for me, because it was me. 


Somehow, it was always me and Axl. Ying and yang, night and day, angel and demon. He used to tell me that if 
something happened to me, he thought he would not get over it. He would get so depressed he would probably 
die of it. He was a drama queen but | was scared that he actually would. Despite friends and family loving me 
and being shit-scared for me, | was unable to quit. | tried a few times and failed miserably, falling deeper into 
booze and drugs because of the shame of not being able to quit. The only time it worked was when | said 
enough was enough. But even before stopping, when | was still using and abusing, | never thought | could hurt 
someone, let alone kill someone. | didn't have a car when | lived in LA. but when we got money from the first 
album, | bought one, and a motorcycle also, and | pretty much drove them under the influence of something, 
always. | was never fully sober. | never had any accident but | guess | could have. Nothing that bad ever 
happened but | guess Sacha's story resonated with me. It could have been me, the asshole who smashed into 


their car and killed her brother while high on whatever | would have decided to take that day. 


Not mad at me? 


Author's Notes: 
Now we're getting somewhere 


Sacha's POV 


| looked better after the shower. | towel dried my hair and tried to make them look ok. At least it was not too 
difficult when you had short hair. My eyes looked a bit red but nothing too scary if | ran across anyone in the 
hallway going back to my room. That was the plan. | took a shower, | was calmed and collected now. | would go 
and put my clothes on and then I'd say goodbye to Izzy and leave. Ridiculous. | didn't want to leave. | looked at 
myself in the steamy mirror of the bathroom. | still wanted him. Was it bad of me? | guessed not. But he 
wouldn't want to see me, after what | put him through in the bedroom. Where did | put my clothes anyway? 
Oh, yes, they were scattered around the bedroom. 


| walked out of the bathroom with Izzy's shirt on, which was the only thing | had earlier on, and | froze when | 
saw him next to the bed. He was picking up his cigarettes. He did not hear me arrive. As | was thinking to walk 
back in the bathroom to wait till he would have left, he turned around and saw me. | had hoped | could be 
dressed a bit more till | had to face him again Wouldn't happen apparently. His eyes went up and down on me. | 
couldn't read anything in his gaze. Was he mad or disappointed, or both? | couldn't take the silence between us 
so | had to say something that sounded not too pathetic, if possible. 

"'m usually a much better first date than that, you know." 


| gave him a small smile and then started to scan for my clothes. He did not reply. Shit, that wasn't good, was 


it? 
"I'm sorry | got stupidly emotional." 


He took a few steps towards the loveseat on the side and sat in it with a big sigh. He put back in the pack the 
cigarette he had just taken out. 


"l'm sorry for your brother" 
"IFs ok. | know you are." 


| walked towards the loveseat and went to sit next to him. He did not look upset. He looked tired, or rather, he 
looked like he had been run over by a bus. 


| never meant to say anything hurtful to you. That's why | did not want to talk more about it" 


He turned his face towards me and smiled. Still no reply. | guess Izzy wasn't very talkative when he was 


confused or too emotional. | would try to cheer him up. 
"| really liked this evening and being with you", | said to him softly. 


| put my hand on his shoulder. He was just wearing his jeans now. Gosh, he did look even hotter when he was in 
that mood, whatever the mood was. His skin did not feel that warm. Maybe he was cold. | looked up and his 
eyes were still locked on me. | thought his eyes were nicer than mine. | liked this mix of green and brown. One 
of them seemed to have more green than the other. | felt the urge to take him in my arm and kiss him. At 
this point, the whole night had gone from great to disastrous to weird, so why not add another adjective to 


the sequence, like inappropriate. 


He must have thought along the same lines because at first it almost felt like he was about to push me away 
but as | pushed my lips a little harder on his, he opened his mouth and took me in. I let my hand slide over his 
bare chest, it felt soft and nice and warmer as | went down over his stomach and lower belly. | reached the 
hem of his jeans and continued over the denim fabric. My hand did not have to travel that much more south 
to feel him and how turned on he still was. That was a bit of a surprise. His eyes sparked and | heard him 


moan against my mouth as | brushed over his crotch. | chuckled while we were still kissing 

"Not mad at me?", | asked him in between kisses. 

Izzy stopped our kiss and tilted my head up a bit with his hands to look me more directly in the eyes 
"Have many emotions flying around my brain right now but mad at you is not one of them" 


| got a whole sentence out of him! Great. | was quite relieved and suddenly, | thought | should maybe just take 


it where we left. 


| let myself slide from the loveseat to the floor and proceeded to open his jeans. Izzy looked at me almost 
shocked. That was kind of funny to watch. But he let me unzip his pants without protests and lifted his hips to 
helps me take them down. | removed them out of the way completely and came closer to him, in between his 


legs. 

He had been overly patient with me. | wanted him so much still but | honestly wasn’t sure | could be any good 
in bed right now. It was almost 200 am and | had woken up at 4.00 am the day before, that is Friday, for my 
flight to Vegas. | wasn't used to stay up 22 hours. At least, | could try to make him feel good, as a gesture of 
appreciation for the evening. 


Izzy's POV 


The human brain and body work in mysterious ways and not always in sync. Here | was, in a pretty gloomy 


mood, smoking on the terrace of my suite thinking about how selfish my junkie years were, how badly | would 
have liked to drink right now but | couldn't and that Sacha likely found me despicable. Yet, | could not stop 
thinking about her killer body next to mine on the bed half an hour ago and | still had a major boner because 
of her. | looked at the neon lights all over me. The twinkling of all the lights was starting to give me motion 
sickness. | had to stop gazing from one end of the Strip to the other. There must be quite a concentration of 
people with light-induced seizures in this city with all this non-stop blinking. Also, | had to slow down on my 
chain-smoking because | was starting my last cigarette. There was probably another half pack in the bedroom 
but then | would be out. | did not feel like walking around the hotel to buy some cigarettes in the middle of the 
night. 


A moment later, back inside, | routinely checked my phone for the time and saw a third missed call. Axl, 
obviously. He doesn't give up easily, | admire him for that. | did not hear the shower anymore. | thought I'd 
better go grab my cigarettes from the bedroom before she went out of the bathroom. But my timing sucked 
and as | was about to walk out, | saw her getting out of the bathroom. Just wearing my shirt again. Quite a 
sight. This was fucking awkward. | supposed she wanted me out of here so she could dress and leave. | was 


happy to oblige. 


Then she just apologized. What? She apologized? That was strange. She did not look mad at me. | had to sit. This 
was starting to be along evening, even for me. | felt fairly confused and a bit tired. Presumably, it was a side- 


effect of those damn blinking lights surrounding us. 


A minute later, she was kissing me like she really wanted to and | felt her hand sliding down my body. | felt a 
million volts flowing down my spine when she put her hand in-between my legs. Good thing | don't have a heart 


condition. I'd be fucking dead by now. Then she went down to the floor and started to take off my pants. 


Its a fucking cliché but its true. No man can understand how a woman's brain functions. Its beyond anything 
you can handle. | was amazed at what was happening. It was like | was watching something but it was not 


actually happening to me. 


| zapped out of my trance as | felt her hand sliding down my erection and let out a raspy gasp. | must have 
sounded odd, like a girl had never touched me before. A second later | felt her tongue on my dick It was 
another electroshock when she gave me a long lick from the base to the tip. Wow. Seemed like my growing 
case of blue balls was being taken care of. | was grateful but at the same time | had been waiting so long that 
my dick was way too sensitive. It almost hurt at first, and | let out a deep growl when she took me in her 
silky hot mouth. Then the familiar sensations of something much more pleasurable coming up kicked in as she 
let her plump lips suck me in and her playful tongue flicker around. Holy fuck. Her mouth was all | dreamed it 
would feel like and more. It was bliss. Just a few minutes and | was panting hard already. | ran my fingers into 
her short hair. It was still a bit humid from the shower. The bedroom light reflected on it and | noticed hues 
of copper over her brown short do. It was scintillating. Actually, it was probably not, and that was my 
imagination, just like when | was seeing ice on the sidewalk and summer purple snowflakes falling from the sky 
when walking back to the Hell House in LA. after a long night out with Slash. Shit, she was making me feel 
fucking high. | tugged a bit on her hair, to direct her and make her go a bit slower. She was going to finish me 
off too fast. | did not want it to stop so soon. 


"Don't rush it.. Slow down... Yeah, like that..." 

As expected, she was not only good with her mouth for languages. This woman was amazing. After a short 
while it started to be difficult to resist. | knew | wouldn't last very long. | couldn't fight it. She must have felt 
my body tensing up because she looked up at me and gave me wink and kind of a smile. Well, you know, the 
best way she could smile while she was busy with me. Fuck, that's was all it took to push me over the edge. | 
just let myself go and released a whole evening and night of sexual tension into her mouth. | let out a low 
growl and tilted my head backwards enjoying the moment and feeling my body melt. Fucking awesome. 

| opened my eyes and | looked down at Sacha who was sitting sideways in-between my legs. 

"You look more relax now", she told me with a grin of approval. 

"No kidding? You think so?.. Fuck, Sacha.. That was something." 

| caressed her face and her chin. 


"Come up here", | told her, making her stand and then sit on my lap. 


My legs were a bit weak and | was not ready to stand up but | wanted her closer. She nestled her head 


between my neck and my shoulders 

"Im tired, Izzy. Can we go sleep?" 

"Huh... Sure. But you..", she didn't let me finish 

"Im very tired. We have tomorrow. You'll wake me up nicely, ok?" 


"| can do that", | said with a smirk. 


| gave her a long kiss before she stood up and walked towards the bed, taking off my shirt and sliding under 
the sheets. 


Dinner tonight and a poker game 


Izzy's POV 


I'm not a morning person. So getting awoken by someone banging at my door is not something | look forward to. 
Especially when | know who it is. 


"Izzy fucking Stradlin", | heard Axl yell as | opened the door. 
Axl burst into my suite like a lunatic and almost rammed into me. Good start. 
“morning to you too, motherfucker", | greeted him. "I love it when you use my middle name, by the way." 


"Shut the fuck up", was all | got from him as an answer. "Good thing | don't have you as my medical 


emergency contact. Why can't you pick up your damn phone?" 


"When? Last night when you called 3 times or this morning when you woke me up?" | sighed as | sat on a big 
plushy chair. 


| had heard the phone ring about 30 minutes ago, but obviously | did not get up to check who it was. | knew 


who it was and Sacha was sleeping in my arms. There was no way | would get up. 

There was too much light for my sleepy eyes. | needed my sunglasses and a cigarette. Where did | put them? 

| had told you | did not want to go to your party." 

"Izzy, forget the party. | wanted to spend the evening with you, after the party, catching up." 

| raised an eyebrow, intrigued by his statement. 

"Catching up on what?" 

Axl was pacing around the living room of my suite, still looking annoyed but a bit calmer. | stretched my arms 
and rolled my neck left and right, to try to wake myself up. | was looking forward to a sweet morning between 
Sacha's legs. That would have hopefully been followed by a shower with her. But | was stuck for a morning talk 


with upset Axl. | would need strong coffee, very soon, more like now. There was one of those espresso 


machines in the corner of the living room. Looks like the one | have at home. | stood up and went fix myself a 


coffee. | made one for Axl too. I'd drink it if he didn't. 
"Coffee?" | asked him. 


He looked at me and did no with his head. More for me then and | put the two small cups in front of me on 


the table. 

Axl was standing in front of me now, no more walking, but staring at me. 
"Axl, shit, take a seat, you're making me nervous." | said. 

"You look everything but nervous. | really woke you up?" 

"Sort of." 

"Short night?" 

"Kinda." 


He looked at the bedroom door. It was closed, of course. | had told Sacha to stay in bed and that | would get 


rid of him in 2 minutes. 


Axl checked his watch and then looked at me and then at the bedroom door again He started to piss me off. | 
drank the first coffee in one gulp. That was hot, | almost burnt my tongue. 


"What?" | finally gave in and asked him. 
"You're not alone, right?", he ended up saying. 


| was not sure how to answer him. | knew him. He knew me. Even if we were not that close anymore, it was 


hard to bullshit each other and get away with it. 

| called denial on this one and decided to do as if | did not even hear his question | stood up, went to close 
partially the curtains on both sides of the living room to keep the sunlight away because | still had no idea 
where | had left my sunglasses and picked up my last pack of cigarettes which was almost empty. 

"Am right here waiting for an answer, Izz." Axl reminded me, his arms crossed over his chest. 


"What was the question again?" | continued my clueless act. 


He was truly pissed now, of course. | watched Axl walking towards the bedroom door and looking at me with a 
defiant smile. Oh no, that was not happening. 


"Fuck, Axl, don't", | said and | gave him my don't-fuck-with-me look at the same time. 
"Or what?", he snorted at me and he put his hand on the door handle. 


He was obviously enjoying this. 


"She's still sleeping. Don't get in there." 


Half a lie. She was probably not sleeping anymore, but she was in there and she didn't need Axl in his bitchy 
mood to start her day. Me neither but it was too late for me already. 


Axl walked back to where | was and sat in the couch opposite to me. 

"You could have taken her to the party. l'm sure she would have enjoyed it" 

"It wasn't planned." 

"So you met her here? She works here? And when | mean work.. You know what | mean." 
| rolled my eyes at Axl and blew a long drag of smoke in his direction 

"| did not pick up a fucking whore last night" 

Did he really think | couldn't get myself a girl now? | was hurt. 

"So who is she?" 

"She's the hotel lobby raffle winner." 

Axl looked at me not understanding and then it clicked. Yes, it was early for him as well. 
"That explains your short night. Was she any good? | guess, if you let her sleep here." 
"Fuck you, Axl. Why are you even here?" 


| just wanted him to leave now. | had no idea why he had to come here all the way at 10.00 am. | should have 
listened to the voice mails he left me, | guessed that would have perhaps explained why, but | hadn't. 


"We have dinner tonight, ok? Just you and me" 
"What should | wear? | hope you take me some place rice at least! 

"You bet. 100 pm, Ill pick you up here. Then | booked us a poker game. You'll have fun" 

Sure. | would be losing probably all the money | made playing these two shows. Not that | was watching what | 


was spending but gambling was not one of my vices. Axl wasn't a gambler either but | knew he loved playing 


poker. So was that what he came here for? He was organizing my social agenda? 


"Why do you do that?" 
"| told you. | want to speak with you and catch-up. | have ideas | want to discuss with you" 
"Ideas about what?" 

"Music, the band, the usual" 


| was about to remind him that there was no "usual" for us since 199I. Then | gave up even going there. 
Bringing back I9 would inevitably lead us to a heated argument. Better to keep that for the dinner tonight, 
when it would get boring. 


Nowadays Axl had a whole entourage for his projects. A manager, a creative director, at least one personal 
assistant, the musicians in the band of course, and a whole army of lawyers and a public relationship staff. 


Why did he suddenly want to talk to me about that? 


| have no idea why you'd want to discuss your music projects with me but if that makes you leave now, | am 


ready to say yes." 


He was wearing me out. | was out of practice to deal with him clearly. | would be tired at the end of this 


evening. 
"Cool, we'll have a nice time." 


Axl left right after that since he got what he came for. | still could not make sense of why he was running 
after me and wanted to spend time with me since yesterday. | just wanted to go back to bed. | put my 
cigarette bud in an ashtray and drank the other coffee Axl did not want. It was time to see if Sacha was back 
asleep or if she was stuck behind the door listening to my conversation with Axl. 


Talking about her, now, what was | supposed to tell Sacha? That | was busy with Axl the whole evening? If we 
had dinner at 7.00 pm, factoring in Axl's tendency for delaying things, we say 130. We're done eating by 4.00. 
Then we have to go play poker. That is at least 2 hours. | don't need 2 hours to lose all my cash but let's just 
pretend | can hold for 2 hours. So | am counting on being ready by ILOO pm at the latest. | can go pick up 
Sacha for a date then Sounds pretty stupid but | can see Axl is not going to take no for an answer today, so | 


have no choice but to go along with his catching-up program. 


Izzy will never have to pay a girl to get laid 


Author's Notes: 
Short chapter, just trying to give a little more background to Axl's thinking and his plans.. 


Chapter I5 - Izzy will ever have to pay a girl to get laid 
Axis POV 


Izzy could be so fucking annoying with his indifference and overly laid back attitude sometimes. | could never 
really be mad at him too long though. | have to say | wasn't expecting he would have spent the night with a 
girl. That was surprising. | mean, not that a girl found him attractive. l've known him since forever. He was 
always getting girls, usually the prettiest ones, together with Duff. That was till we got bigger and famous. 
Then | overtook them. I'm the lead singer for fuck's sake. | get all the attention. 


Still, Izzy got laid so much while we were touring. It was irritating, mainly because he was not even playing 

hard to get, he was just like that, not caring too much for girls around and that would drive them crazy. And 
he's always been a rice guy, so if they threw themselves at him, well he obliged. What else, right? His fucking 
problem was that he was a romantic, deep down. | was always worried that a woman would take advantage of 
him. If he found a girl he really liked, a groupie or a girlfriend, he would stick with her, at least for as long as 
it would last, and she would become his new universe, next to his music. That's why he got married twice. But 


both times failed. He wasn't made for marriage but he liked to believe he was. 


He was no longer the same as when he was 25. He was not dating much and he was not into one-night stands. 
So that was the surprising part from my morning visit to his suite. Where did he meet a girl he would sleep 
with in Vegas? He came here alone. Half of the girls in Vegas are hookers, even when they call themselves 
strippers or waitresses. | knew she was not a hooker. | was teasing him. | don't think Izzy will ever have to pay 
a girl to get laid, even when he'll be old. Shit, he is as old as me but he looks younger, in better shape. | hate 
him for that. | would need to discover more about that mystery girl tonight. Anyway, if he fucked last night, 
he would be in better mood tonight. Bonus for me. He might be more receptive to my ideas. | was just 


wondering how to present them to him. 


The concert last night went great, Izzy's guest appearance was very well received. | had read the reviews 
online this morning. It was not the first time he would join me on stage for a few songs, but it was not too 


often Once per year or so. Last time he came to play with me, it was almost two years ago. 


My band was great, we were doing more than fine, shows were sold-out and all that shit. We were playing a 
few songs from Chinese Democracy but most of the show was from the previous aloums. What everyone 
knows and remembers. Even I5 year-old kids coming to our concerts knew the old songs more than the ones of 


the last album. | wanted to write new things, | wanted to get back into creating music but not by myself. Sure, 


the other musicians in the band were good and they were creative. But they were not Izzy and the others. | 
loved to write with Izzy. It was fun and it was creative. We would disagree and fight and scream and try to 
impose our views on the other on a rhythm or chords or a few lines of lyrics but in the end, we would find 
something we both liked and it would sound great. 


l'm a sentimental kind of guy. | missed those days. | love my life now. | wouldn't change what | did to succeed if 
| had to do it all over again but | was missing working and creating with my best friend. | had to get Izzy to 
work with me again. | was not sure how but | needed to talk to him about that. 


Best wake-up ever 


Izzy's POV 


It was less bright in the bedroom with the curtains almost completely closed even if the late morning sun was 


filtering under them already. | felt more in my element in semi darkness. 


It looked like she was sleeping again. She was not a very nocturnal creature apparently. We ended up in bed 
around 230 am, | guess she needed to catch up on sleep. Normal people sleep 7 to 8 hours per night. Even 
with so many years sober and living a normal healthy lifestyle, | still did not sleep much in general. | could do 


very well with 4 to 5 hours per night. 


| took off the shirt and the jeans | had quickly put on when Axl decided to show up and bang on the door of 
my suite. Getting under the sheet, | felt Sacha's warmth all over. She was sleeping on her side. | snuggled 
against her back. She was naked and | was inspired. | was getting hard already. | remembered what she said to 


me last night. It was time to wake her up properly. 


She must have sensed | had just returned in the bed. | felt her body move slightly, pushing herself against me. 
The sweet torture of her nice curvy ass rubbing against my crotch. Not for right now. | still owed her for 
last night, that was my priority. She was just waking up and moved a bit more, stretching her arms and legs 
like a cat, then relaxing her body again 


"Don't move, stay like this", | whispered in her ear. 
"Good morning", she replied without moving any further. 


Her body was hot and luscious. | slipped one arm under her pillow and let my other arm slide around her, my 
hand moving down from her breast to her belly and slowly over her hip. | could feel the scar she was trying 
to hide yesterday. | traced my index finger up and down over it. She tensed up a little and tried to push my 
hand away from it. 


"Don't..", she pleaded softly. 
"Let go of the bad memories", | told her. 


| planted a few kisses on the back and the side of her neck and nibbled on her earlobe. | kept on caressing her 
hip and her thigh, pulling her closer to me. My hand went back up and caressed her curvy breasts. | loved 
those, they were real, which was a relief compared to my last girlfriend, and they were filling my hands 
perfectly. | navigated down her abdomen and her stomach and slowly pushed my hands down alongside the 
inner part of her thighs. She rolled a little more on her back, turning her head around to kiss me. She opened 
up her legs to let me have better access. As we were kissing, | could feel her shivering. | hadn't touched her 


yet. | was just brushing my fingertips alongside her thighs, then closer and closer, enjoying to hear her 


breathing becoming a bit faster with anticipation. 


Eventually | let one finger slide over her clit, caressing her with gentle up and down strokes. She gasped and 
softly moaned, something between a purr and a sigh, dead sexy to hear. | loved to imagine how | was making 
her feel. | hoped it would be as good for her as for me last night. She was looking for my mouth and kissed 
me again. | continued gliding down and pushed my fingers a little lower, in between her silky folds and then back 
up, leaving pressure on her clit with my thumb. She was writhing under my hand, moaning against my mouth 
and breathing heavily already as | continued my rhythmic motions over and over. She had her eyes closed now 


and whispered. 
"That's so good, Izzy.. Don't stop..." 
"| can do better, babe." 


| didn't want her to come so fast. | let go of her and swiftly moved down on the bed, crawling back in-between 
her legs. | slid one of my arm under her thigh and spread her open a bit more. | started to kiss and lick the 
inner soft, oh so fucking soft, parts of her thighs, building some tension again. | looked up and gave her a 
smirk. She bit her lower lip looking back at me, excited to wait for what she knew was coming up. | wanted to 
know how she tasted like. She arched her back and let out another purring moan when my tongue first 
touched her clit. She was delicious and | was devouring her slowly, matching the rhythm of my mouth to her 


moans and sighs. 


| was trying to imagine how she would feel around my dick and slid one finger in her. Sacha's body responded 
with a jerk of her hips. | let a second finger in She was tight and the sensation around my fingers got me even 
harder than | already was. Seeing her losing herself in the moment made me want to do more and be closer to 
her, but that would still have to wait a little, | knew | had to be a bit patient. | sensed her hand grip my hair. 
As | continued to work my fingers inside her and my mouth on her clit, her grip became tighter and | heard 


her cry out my name. 

"Yes! Izzy.. Oh, damn! Yes... So yes...” 

She looked gorgeous right after getting off. | wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and gave her a last 
kiss inside her thigh. | crawled back up to see her face and her amazing dark blue eyes looking back at me. She 
was kinda glowing. | felt proud of myself for a few seconds. 

"Best wake-up ever..", she added, still breathless. 

| kissed her on the side of her neck and jaw. Then | planted a long deep kiss on her mouth. Her tongue caressed 
mine playfully. | broke the kiss and moved my head back a little, in order to stare straight at her. | cupped her 


face in my hands. 


"Now | want you, Sacha. You have no idea how | fucking want to take you right now." 


She pushed me and made me lay on my back, rolling on top of me with a big smile. 
"Do you have protections?" she asked me. 


Ouch. Shit, of course. She would ask that, wouldn't she? I'm clean, | know it, last check-up from b months ago 
with my GP, they checked everything, all good, except my cholesterol, but | don't care too much about that. 
But | know you should be careful. Careful was not on the agenda in my youth. It's a miracle | never caught 
anything serious from anyone or a used needle. Maybe someone was watching over me up there. | did not 
really believe in anything or anyone but luck just can't explain how | escaped any trouble of that kind with my 
past drug habits and sex life. 


I'm on the pill and am clean", she said, "but you don't know me, so | guess...” 

Im clean too, but | get you would not just take my word for it" 

She was looking at me and put her hand down to run it through my hair and caress the side of my neck. 
"I'd like to trust you", she added after a second of hesitation 


Wow. | did not expect that. What should | do now? If | took her clue, maybe she would think | was taking 
advantage of her, if | said no and went the safe way, she could think | was lying to her or that | did not trust 


her. If she wanted to trust me, | guess she wanted the same back. Fuck! How could she mess up with my mind 


like that? Now, of all the moments. 
"Are you serious?", | asked trying not to break the moment. 
"Yes, l'm serious about both.. About me and about trusting you... | never said that to any guy." 


She was naive. | hoped she was sincere and she was not that naive with anyone. But | wanted her so badly and 
| wanted her to trust me. | didn't know where that was coming from but | felt a wave of warmth running 


through my whole body as she looked down at me. She looked vulnerable and that turned me on even more. 
| raised myself from the mattress and flipped her on her back, hovering on top of her with a smirk. 
"You can trust me on this." 


| leaned over and kissed her. She let her hand slide over my shoulders and my back. | didn't want to wait 
anymore. She was so ready. She was tight but so wet, | pushed myself inside her in one swift move. She 
gasped again, closing her eyes as | took her, and letting her legs wrap around my hips. Her shortly clipped 
finger nails trailed down my back, alongside my spine. She felt like paradise. At that point, | didn't know if | 
preferred her mouth or her pussy. It was so fucking good. We found our pace easily. | loved how she 
responded to my thrusts with her own body movements and rhythmic sighs. Long blissful moments lost in 
each other. She came again fast, with a long deep moan that she partially hid by biting her bottom lip while 


jerking her head backwards. | felt her even tighter and pulsating around my dick and | followed almost 
immediately. A huge hot wave of pleasure ran through me, starting from the lower part of my belly, tensing 
all my muscles and sending electrical shocks to all my nerves. | groaned and buried myself into her, my face 
nestled in her neck. 


| rolled off her and closed my eyes to soak up all the emotions and sensations of the moment. A moment later, 
| turned around. She was still panting hard, eyes wet with desire, rosy cheeks, her hair all messy from sleeping 
and rubbing her head on the pillow. 

"You look like the prettiest and hottest mess I've seen in a very long time", | told her. 

"Thanks", she smiled and laughed a little. 


"Really... Sex does look fucking good on you." 


"Its all thanks to you." 


Fireworks and shooting stars 


Author's Notes: 
Some guest mention of Billy Idol / Steve Stevens, for anyone who's into them (and more to come in next 


chapters) 


Sacha's POV 


| was back in my room since an hour. | was in no mood for work but | had to get started on something. | was 
here for a job and | needed to deliver on Monday afternoon in order to get paid. So | started listening to the 
recording of the interviews and the English transcripts that had been made. | started three times and was still 
at the same point, getting lost in my thoughts after page one. 


It was almost 2.00 pm. | stood up from my desk and went to get myself some coffee. | had asked for a large 
pot of coffee to be brought to my room and a pasta dish for lunch. | had eaten already. | was starving. No 
breakfast and morning sex had made me very hungry. | decided | would still take I5 minutes of break and then | 


would start seriously working. 


| sat in the chair between the window and the bed and let my mind wander while waiting for the coffee to cool 
down. This morning with Izzy had been the best sex | had ever had. Granted, my last boyfriend was not the 
best performer in bed so the comparison was harsh but he had many qualities. | was in love with him and you 
always think sex can get better when you get to know each other. Well, it did not really happen with him. We 
stayed together 1 months. He was caring, funny, very intelligent, he loved rock music like me, he had a very 
interesting job in a museum as head of the science exhibitions. There were often events organized at the 
museum and he would invite me and we had nice evenings. In the bedroom, he was a bit shy. He didn't like to 
go down on me, and since he was not the most gifted lover in the simple intercourse department, it was never 
really fireworks and shooting stars for me. | had left him because of many reasons. Sex wasn't the main one, 


but he obviously didn't score high points there either, so | gave up on thinking we could have a future. 


That was almost a year ago. | had been single for a year. | had been on a few first dates, not following-up to 
any of them and of course no sex on the first date. | was thinking | was becoming difficult. Before all that, my 
previous 4 boyfriends had been ok and sex had been good, even very good at times, but nothing | remember 
was like this morning. So maybe my memory was playing tricks on me. Maybe this morning was nothing so 
special. Yeah, who was | kidding? | was giggling and blushing by myself sitting in my room. | was embarrassingly 
getting wet just thinking back about this morning in Izzy's suite. Was it because it was someone | knew nothing 
about? Better | knew what everyone knew from the press and rumors and that was enough to get me turned 
on. Then meeting him and being with him was even better. | had never slept with a guy on a first date. This 
had not really been a date, but kind of. He was older than me, that probably played a role. He had gone through 
hundreds of girls in his life, he knew what he was doing. Jeez, | would have stayed there the whole day just 


waiting for the next round, and again. | am not usually like that. After we had taken a shower this morning, and 


that | dressed, | had the hardest time kissing him goodbye. He did not seem very much in a hurry to see me 
go. Before | left, he asked me on a real date tonight. He would be late to pick me up because he was busy with 
Axl in the evening but he promised we would have a good time. He had my phone number, my room number. | 


knew | would meet him again at Il o'clock tonight. 


| drank some coffee and tried to clear my mind. | had to work on this translation job now. | wanted it to be 
over so | could focus on my date. | needed to go buy something rice to wear. | had nothing nice to wear with 


me. Yesterday's shopping experience had not proven positive but | was in a different mood today. 


Izzy's POV 


It was 115 pm and | was waiting for Axl. The day went by fairly fast, surprisingly enough. After Sacha left and 
went back to her room to work, | had lunch and then | spent two hours at a Guitar Center, not the one on the 
Strip, the one that's away from the main tourist and entertainment area After that | wandered in the old part 
of Vegas to check out second-hand record stores. | was usually not going there to buy records but just to 
browse through the various sections. It was like walking in a Japanese zen garden for me. | like old record 
stores. They smell of plastic cover and dust, they usually have few windows and if they have, they are 
covered with posters of old concerts announcements. Their interior look a bit like my bedroom when | was 14. 
They were an endangered species in the digital age so | was enjoying them while there were still around. | got 
lucky too. Nobody recognized me in the two record stores | visited, so a fairly peaceful afternoon. Of course, 
that was not the case at the Guitar Center, but over there, being recognized was not that bad, because they 
would let me try any guitar and amp and whatever | wanted. | even tried a few ukuleles just for fun. Not my 


stuff but they looked cool. On the way back | stocked on cigarettes and then went to my room. 


Back in my suite late afternoon, | picked up the phone and called Axl's assistant. He had given me her name and 
number if | needed anything. She was called Jenna. | was wondering whether it was the tall blond | had seen 
with him last night backstage with his bodyguard. | needed to have Dan's phone number. Surely enough, I5 
minutes later, she called back in my hotel room and gave me his cell phone. Resourceful and quick, she was 
probably Axl's 24/1 go-to person for anything. Poor girl, that was a blessing and curse. 

Walking around in the afternoon from one record store to the other, | saw concert announcements for Billy Idol 
and Steve Stevens. They were playing a late gig at the House of Blues tonight. | did not know Billy very much, 
although | think we must have bumped into each other in the past a few times, but | knew Steve a bit more. 
He was cool and a great guitar player. | thought | could hang around at their concert tonight and maybe jam on 


stage with them. | would take Sacha with me. | think she'd enjoy it. 


But since | wasn't Axl, with a promotor and a manager and all this shit to organize my evening, | had to get in 
Touch with these guys my way, namely via their roadies. These guys all knew each other. It is a world of its 
own and they all end up working with each other at some point. | called Dan, who knew me well from when | 
was still with Guns and he was touring with us. He had been touring with bands for 30 years. | asked him if he 
knew anyone working for Billy Idol at the series of concerts they were doing in Town He told me yes, of course, 
and he gave me the number of one of Steve's guitar techs. The guy was surprised by my call but it worked. | 
told them Dan gave me his phone number, who | was and that | wanted to speak with Steve and see if he and 


Billy would have me come over Tonight. 


Around 630 pm, | got a call from Steve directly. He was friendly and said he spoke with Billy who was thrilled 
about the idea. So we were good for the evening. I'd join them for a few songs at the end of their concert. My 
guitars were locked up with GrR's stuff at the other venue but Steve told me | could take his. Nice guy. Their 
gig was starting at 10.00 pm, which meant | would have to cut short on the poker game. Axl wouldn't like that 
but that didn't matter. I'd try to be nice to him during dinner to make-up for it. | also had to tell Sacha to 
wait for me at 930. She had given me her phone number to call if there was anything. | sent her a message 
to say | would pick her up at the hotel around 930 pm, not IOO pm. | had no clue where we would go for 
dinner with Axl but everything was pretty much in the same area here. | also had another idea to surprise 
Sacha but that would be for much later that night, or rather for Sunday early morning. | hope she would 
enjoy what | had in mind. 


Just fucking sparkling water 


Izzy's POV 
Finally | heard a knock on the door. | got up and opened. 

"You're late", | told Axl 

"Its me. What did you expect? Only 20 minutes, doesn't count as late. Anyway, you're ready?" 
"Sure. Where do we go?" 


"Up the Strip, there's a good place on top of one of the new hotels. I've been there a few times when | was 


here 6 months ago." 


Axl's car was waiting for us in front of the hotel. We made it to the place in not too long, considering it was 
Vegas' main road and Saturday night. His bodyguard opened the way for us to a private dining elevator. 
Needless to say that it was impossible to walk around with Axl in Vegas and not being recognized. He behaved 
as if it was annoying but | knew he liked it. He liked to be recognized. And he dressed on purpose for that. He 
was wearing gold aviator sunglasses and a white and red leather jacket over an oversize long Sex Pistols T- 
shirt, a professionally ripped pair of black jeans and white and gold sneakers. Even if you did not know who he 


was, you could hardly not notice him. 


| was already thinking of the headlines online tomorrow. | was out with Axl after a concert with him the night 
before. They would probably announce GrR's reformation for this coming Christmas with a new album out 
right before summer. Shit, what did | care? | never read the news on internet. Usually, it was Duff who would 
send me links about the music industry news if there was anything | should know or something ridiculous 


enough that he knew would make me laugh. 


So after a bit of public excitement in the lobby while waiting for the elevator, we arrived at the restaurant. 
Scenic view on the city and dimmed lights, dark walls and big exotic flowers and plants here and there, low 
jazzy music, some private rooms and seating booths and otherwise normal tables scattered around the place. 
People's eyes were following us as we walked in and were being taken to our table next to the big window, 
nobody seating right next to us left or right. Axl might have booked and paid for the two tables next to us 
just to make sure we wouldn't have close neighbors. Axl's bodyguard stayed back next to the elevator. 


"You're gonna be ok here?", Axl asked me as we sat. 


"I can do that, yes. | could have avoided the fan reception downstairs. Can you just not be looking so much like 


yourself sometimes?" 


"What the hell does that mean?" 


"You know.. Your attention-seeking fashion sense." 

What else could | call it? 

"Relax, Izz. Even if | dressed like you, they'd recognized me." 

He pointed his finger up and down at me shaking his head. 

| was wearing a dark grey suit and a black shirt, black short boots. | was hesitating about wearing my hat 
before leaving the hotel, then decided no. It gave me away any time. Then obviously, walking next to Axl gave 
me away. 

"Hey, what's wrong with my clothes?" | replied 

"Don't know... You just look like a mourning undertaker." 

Axl grinned at me. 

"| don't feel the need to be peacocking.” 

| see Axl leaning back into his chair and passing a hand over his face and in his hair. 


"lm joking, Izzy. You look classy. | like it" 


He was serious. Jeez, he was throwing me a real compliment. | was scared of what he had in store for the 


rest of the evening. Now | felt bad for what | said to him. 


"Thanks. | mean, you're ok too... It's just you've never been subtle when it comes to clothing. | know it's your 


style." 


Our romantic talk got interrupted by a waiter who arrived with two bottles, champagne and red wine, on the 


house. | looked at the guy. 
"Just sparkling water for me." 


He looked disappointed, poor thing. Axl took the red wine. The waiter was happy again. Then he turned back to 


me. 
"With lime or lemon?" 


| blinked for an instant. What did he want? 


‘For your water, Sir." 

"Oh, right. Nothing." 

"Ice" 

"Yog" 

"Ok, so we have San Pellegrino or Perrier. Which one would you prefer?" 

| couldn't believe this. 

"Just fucking sparkling water, with ice, nothing else. You choose the brand" 
Axl was about to burst out laughing. The waiter swallowed with difficulty and tapped something on his tablet. 
"Of course, Sir." 

He handed out the menus and left. 

"You're in a good mood, Izzy. Nice job." 

‘It's just water with bubbles in it. What the hell?" 

Axl was still laughing. 


"I thought you'd be in a better mood if you fucked all night. You seemed in a hurry to get me out of your 


room this morning.” 
"l'm in a good mood, Axl." 
| did not want to talk about my night with Sacha. So | shut him up with a smirk and looked at the menu. 


What did this place have to offer in term of food? | am not difficult. | will eat about anything that's not too 
weird if l'm hungry, which was the case tonight. | scanned the selection in two minutes and decided on the 
grilled swordfish. Axl was still looking at the menu. | looked outside. Its a very different view from our hotel. It 
was a bit off the Strip's main attractions, great location obviously. | was thinking about tonight and Sacha. | 
hadn't seen her since lunchtime. She had to work, she said. | had forgotten she was here for her job. This 
morning was a perfect morning. | felt like doing this all over tonight, after the gig with Billy and Steve. 


The waiter came back with my sparkling water, a small bottle of Perrier and a tall glass full of ice cubes. A 
though crossed my mind that | should tell him I'd prefer the other brand, just to see what he'd do now but | 
felt mercy for him and left it like that. He presented the specials of the night. Axl was listening carefully and 


then asked the waiter to come back in 5 minutes. His eyes dived back onto the menu. 
"Come on, man, you know you're getting the ribeye. What's the point?" | complained at him 
"You're in a hurry?" he replied back without looking at me, still studying the menu. 

| was but | wasn't going to tell him just yet 

"Am hungry” 


5 minutes later, the waiter took our order. | glanced at my watch. 835 pm. | needed to get the hell out of here 


in one hour. 
"Can we talk now?", he asked. 
"Go ahead." 


At this point, | was a bit curious what he wanted to talk to me about so eagerly. 


lm like pandas and cheetahs 


Izzy's POV 


Axl was looking very stern and serious all at once. Either he had to announce he had just been diagnosed with 


last stage cancer or | was in for a treat of weirdness. In either case, that was probably not good news. 

"You'll let me talk and won't interrupt?", he's already giving me warnings before he even said anything. 

| can do listening, sure. Am all ears", | said. 

"Okay, tharks. There are two things. Well, they're kinda linked, or not. We'll see." 

Axl is normally a ball of nerves, always, unless he's heavily self-medicated with valium or something similar. He 
had told me a few years ago he had cut down quite a lot on that. | could clearly see tonight that his nerves 
were getting the best of him already, valium or not. What was he so anxious to tell me? | was about to yell at 
him to spit it out but | remembered | just said | wouldn't interrupt. So | started to play with the ice cubes in 
my glass and waited for his big announcement. 


| wanted to propose to get together and work, you and me." 


There was an awkward pause. Axl looked down at his placemat on the table, he sipped some wine, put his glass 


back. Then he checked my face for a response or a reaction 
"You're just gonna fucking sit there and not say anything?", he snarled at me. 
"| said | wouldn't interrupt. | was waiting for something more." 


"That's it. | want to get back together for writing music, composing songs. Me and you. Like in the good old 
days." 


Holy shit. This could be a complicated situation, which could also easily turn sour and explosive. | didn't want to 


hurt him or be nasty but | couldn't hide how | felt. | guessed he saw it. 


"Which good old days are you referring to exactly? The ones when we were shit broke and you fucked 
strippers for food and | was dealing to support us steadily? Or the ones when we were rich and famous and | 
couldn't smack myself up fast enough to forget all about it?" 


A rictus of disgust formed on Axl's face. | knew he hated me saying out loud these kinds of things, but that 
was our reality back then, at least, it was mine. | wasn't sure what he was nostalgic about. | was not for most 


part. 


‘Izzy, don't get this the wrong way. Forget the crap in our past. We're way beyond all that now. But all we had 


then was not bad. You were creative and | was inspired by listening to your music and melodies." 


"I hate to break it to you, Axl, but | am still creating. | write songs, | make albums. I'm pretty fine on that 
front. | don't need anything more." 


"Yeah, right. And also you record cover songs that you play in your kitchen and you post it on YouTube. Really, 
Izzy? That's way below you. You deserve to be on stage next to me in a great band" 


"Wow! Calm down Where did we get from you want to write music with me again - which | am not 


commenting about for now - to being on stage in a band with you?", | probably sounded a bit panicked. 
There we were, the scary thoughts of Axl were rearing their ugly heads. 

“Alright, it was an expression, wrongly chosen. | don't ask you to join GrR, again 

He dismissed this as if it were my suggestion but he wouldn't let go. 

"But what about seeing what we both could still write when we take the time to do it?" 


"| don't think so, Axl... Plus this comes naturally, you cannot lock me up in a studio, sit next to me and wait for 


it to happen." 
"Have we tried yet? We don't know." 


"I know. It's not natural to me. I'm like pandas and cheetahs. They don't breed in captivity. | don't create locked 
up in a studio." 


Axl looked at me with stunned eyes. | think he was processing the mating pandas as a mental image. 


"You've got quite a taste for metaphors, dickhead. No wonder | was the one writing most of the lyrics", he told 


me. 


"I can write lyrics very well, you know it. | just needed to bring you back on earth with a bit of exaggeration 


Before we started, we just wrote things as they came to us, it wasn't planned. You know it too.” 


‘Izzy, | can't write things with the new guys. Ok? You see the goddamn problem? Chinese Democracy took me 
over l0 fucking years. IO years to put together a record and on stage now, we play 3 songs from the album. 
You've seen the set list. We play all the old songs, what we wrote together the two of us or with the original 
band. | don't know, l." He paused and lowered his voice. "I think | need you, Izzy." 


Oh, shit, now he's playing me the sentimental card. | let my head fall in my hands and shook my head. 


"You don't need me, Axl. Anyway, whatever | would end up writing when I'd manage it is not what you and GnR 


are into anymore. And I'm not writing songs for other bands or people." 

Axl snapped back at me. 

“Bullshit. You wrote things with Duff and Slash, for their bands or solo albums." 

"| didn't write anything; | just went to play with them: 

''m sure you rearranged their tunes and you did not even want your name appearing", he continued, 


Actually, it was partly true. | co-wrote some of the songs but | did not want to be involved into anything. They 
are my friends, we jammed together and things came out nice, they put it on a record. It was all fine with me. 
| didn't need to see my name written all over the cd booklet. | didn't need copyright money. | just enjoyed 
playing with these guys. It was all | ever wanted. Playing music was fun. No money concerns anymore. | was a 
lucky motherfucker. | knew it. | thought | deserved it a little too, after what | did in the past to get there. Why 


would Axl never understand this? | was not running after anything further. 

| was almost glad to see the waiter appearing with our food. Good diversion. | ordered another sparkling water 
and got no further comments from the overly zealous waiter. | looked at my watch. It was almost 100 pm. | 
would need to tell Axl | would be out of here in 30 minutes. He would be pissed but he already was so 
whatever. 

"There were two things you wanted to talk to me about", | reminded him. 

"Can we eat and continue after?" 

"Axl, don't kill me but | will need to leave in 30 minutes." 

| told him don't kill me while looking at his steak knife still on the table. Axl was holding his fork halfway up 
towards his open mouth and stared at me. An ice cold stare. His lively green eyes had turned icy. Yeah, | know, 
how can green be icy? | don't fucking know but Axl makes it possible when he looks at you this way. 

"You need to leave?", he questioned emphasizing the need in his inflection. 

| was chewing on my swordfish. Tasty, by the way. | nodded. 

‘lm taking out Sacha to see Billy Idol and I'll be playing with him and Steve at the end of the show.' 

Now | saw Axl putting down his silverware and his hands flat on the table. His eyes were no longer icy green 


They were becoming transparent. He has this thing. The worse he feels, the lighter his eyes color. And believe 


me, transparent is not a good shade in his color-coded mood indicator. | tried to prevent a crisis. 


"Don't get all mad and excited about it. It's just a jam at the House of Blues. Its a small thing, nobody will 


notice." 

'lzz, you're here because of me. | made you come here to play with me. Not for you to go tour around all the 
bands that are on residency. There's fucking Celine Dion at the Ceasars Palace. You gonna be there on stage 
too Monday evening?" 

‘I'm sure she could cover decently November Rain. | could try." 

My attempt at humor did not have any effect. 

"You're an asshole." 

"You still haven't told me what the second thing was." 

"Like you give a shit." 

"You want me to beg you, Axl?" 

"On your knees." 

"Don't push it" 

He was steaming. He was mad at me but he hadn't stormed off the restaurant, so he was still ok. 


"| don't think you want to hear the second part of what | wanted to discuss with you", he said to me, oddly 


calm. Mad was gone already, now he was sulking. 
"Suit yourself, I'll be gone in 20 minutes." 
| could see his fingers tapping on the table, then on his wine glass, then on the table again 


‘| was thinking of putting together a rock opera, like Tommy by the Who, but you know, better, more rock and 


more modern" 

| was taking a sip of my water when he said that. Bad idea | almost choked on it. 
"A what?" 

"You heard me." 


| did not know what to say. So | did not say anything. Big mistake. 


"Say it, Stradlin. Have the balls to say it at least" 
"What?", | was lost for words. What could | say? 
"What you really think’, he added. 

"Right now, I'm not thinking. I'm blanking out" 

And | was. What the fuck was he talking about? 

"Where did you get this idea?" 


| would try to understand, in the name of our fucking friendship. | swear | would really try to see where that 


was coming from. 

"Just saw something on TV a few months ago, sounded like rock but with orchestra music." 
"You were watching Metallica and their symphonic thing?" 

"Shut up." 

Still touchy about Metallica... | should have known. 


"No, something not known, a woman was singing. Anyway, it was cool. It would be cool to tell a story. You know, 


like when we did the videos for Don't Cry and November Rain, and then Estranged" 

‘| wasn't there anymore, Axl’ 

"| know, but you saw them. | wrote the scripts” 

"| guessed it was your idea the minute | saw them. But | never got the dolphin thing in Estranged 

Axl was sighing loudly and ran his hand across his face. 

"Forget those videos and the dolphins. | mean the concept of telling a story with lyrics and music and visual" 
"Ok, so you want to do that. Great. Do it" 


"Yes, but.. | would like you to do it with me. Write the thing with me. You and |, that was the point of getting 


together with you to write. We could do songs in general but we could also work on that project together.” 


| gave up and threw my napkin on the side of my plate as a resignation sign 


"Are you high?", | asked him, hoping to hear yes as an answer. 


At that moment, | genuinely thought he might have taken something, some new drug or stuff that's around 
these days and | wouldn't know about but whose main side effect was making you want to write fucking 


musicals. 


| need the old Izzy 


Axl's POV 


| did not expect Izzy to jump over the table, throw his arms around my neck and hug me when | would 
propose to get together and work. But | did not expect this bastard to dismiss it all so easily. He said he could 
listen, but | don't think he did listen much. | was too busy trying to find excuses for not even considering my 


offer. 


Shit, why was | even trying to continue to talk to him? He obviously couldn't care less about my projects and 
my issues, my writer's block and my ideas. Whatever we had in the past got buried somewhere when he 
buried the 30 first years of his life, half of which was linked to me. Perhaps that was the price to pay for 
sobriety but | could not believe he was enjoying his current life the way he was living it. He was not achieving 
anything right now. He was living like a shadow of himself. He was so much better than most people who are in 
the industry. Why couldn't he face that? Sure it wasn’t easy to work in this world but why did he always have 


to flee when it was about him in the spotlight or me and him trying to take over the world again? 
‘I'm not high, haven't been for 25 years. Just leave, ok? | don't wanna see you anymore." 
| really did not want to see him sitting in front of me now after what he said to me. 


"Go play with Steve Stevens and fuck your new girlfriend. That's all you seem to care about. You probably 


don't remember what | was saying I0 minutes ago." 

Izzy hadn't moved from his seat yet. He was looking at me shaking his head. 

‘| remember you said you think you needed me." 

"Of course you do. Don't flatter yourself. | need the old lzzy, my best friend, not you, sucker." 

He paused for a moment before talking back. 

"Whatever you want." 

He stood up and left. | did not think he would do it. | liked to argue with him. Our conversations often turned 
into arguments before getting back to civil talks. It was like a sport for me and | had a competitive spirit. Izzy, 
unfortunately, would usually try to avoid confrontation through getting drunk or high, or both, and nowadays, 
apparently, he would simply leave. 

As soon as he was gone, | put my wallet out and left 500 dollars on the table. | had no clue how much the bill 


could be but that would have to more than cover it most likely, tip included. | waved at Daryl to call the 


elevator and waited to leave. 


| arrived downstairs and saw Izzy step into a cab. | told my driver to go straight to the House of Blues. | 


wanted to see who Izzy was dating and who was apparently more important to him this evening than me. 


Around 150 pm, | saw his limo stop in front of the venue's main entrance door. He stepped out. | saw a tall 
girl with long legs follow. Izzy was smiling at her and he put his hand on her back while walking towards the 
door. She looked beautiful. Shit. What was | hoping for? It's Izzy, he had good taste. This girl did not look like a 
groupie. She was what? 25 maybe? However, despite being beautiful, she was not Izzy's type. | was surprised 
about that. Izzy's previous official girlfriends, two of which became his wives for a while, were not too tall, 
long-haired girls, fairly often with blond or light brown wavy hair. They had a hint of that Stevie Nicks hippie 
look | have to admit | hadn't met any of his latest girlfriends, maybe he had different tastes now. This girl had 
short dark brown hair, styled like a punk fairy, long legs ending with ankle-length high heel boots. She was 
wearing a black dress under a leather jacket. She was not at all mainstream pretty. | couldn't stop looking at 
her. Izzy was an open-minded kind of guy. | was sure what he liked in her was that she was different. Was she 
the one he got the backstage pass for yesterday? Most likely. | did not remember seeing her there though. Of 
course, | was never mingling pre-show and | did not stick around too much right after the concert. | guess she 


left with him before | was out of my dressing room after | had showered. 


| stayed in the car half an hour, pondering what to do. Finally | decided to go with my first idea. | had to sneak 
in without being recognized, that wasn't going to be easy. | did not want Izzy to know | was there and followed 
him so | sent Daryl inside for a quick fact-finding mission, with 200 dollars to make sure the bouncer let him 


in. 


He came back IO minutes later stating that she was sitting at one of the back tables but without Izzy. The 
show was on for 30 minutes now, Izzy must have been backstage getting ready or checking guitars and stuff. 
Perfect opportunity. | left the car and went in with Daryl. Of course | had no concert tickets but | am Axl 
Rose so | got in anyway and | didn't have to pay anything, although | knew it had already cost me 200 bucks. 


| scanned the venue with the back table. It was pretty packed but mainly in front. She was sitting at a table 
right in the middle by herself, the chair next to her pulled on the side, though. | supposed Izzy was sitting 
there with her for a while at the start of the gig. 


| gestured at Daryl to move over there with me. He had my back. | wasn't in the mood for an autograph 
session and he knew it. No fucking fan approaching me, got it? He got it. Since | came from behind, she did not 
see me approach. | grabbed the chair at her table and sat myself next to her. She turned around and looked at 
me, stunned or shocked. | secretly hope amazed, but | think she was mainly caught off balance, so stunned it 


was. 
"Good evening. You're Izzy's date, | reckon." 
She was staring at me for a few seconds. | could look at her face. Man, she was good looking, with nice smoky 


make-up around dark eyes. Her hair was chestnut brown with some highlights in it. It suited her face and nice 


cheekbones. No need to get carried away. | snapped myself out of it. 


"Who..? | mean, what are you doing here?" 

Yes, she knew who | was, no need to introduce myself but | did not know her. 

"What's your name, honey?" 

". Sacha", she said hesitantly 

She seemed confused and | didn't want to make this longer than necessary. So | cut to the chase. 
"Pretty name. Suits you perfectly" 


| still tried to be nice a little. She seemed like a nice girl, just at the wrong place at the wrong time. That's 


what | was there to explain to her. 


"Listen, Sacha. Izzy and | started a conversation we did not finish tonight. He had to leave to come here with 
you and play with them. Bottom line, we need to discuss and work some stuff tomorrow, before the concert in 
the evening. We have big projects to work on together and he won't have time for this week-end fling to 


continue much longer." 

She looked at me with strange piercing eyes. She wasn't quite sure what | was saying but | thought she 
understood what | was getting at. | took a pen out of my jacket pocket and wrote a phone number on one of 
the beer cardboard coasters that was on the table and pushed it in front of her. 

"Here you go. Call this number tonight before he gets off stage. This is my personal assistants cell. She's 
called Jenna. She'll get you a first class plane ticket for tomorrow morning to wherever you need to go back 
to. | assume you're not from Vegas?" 

"Oregon", she corrected me. 

Wonderful, at least, it's not too close to where Izzy lives. 

| need to have Izzy's full attention tomorrow, so it would be best if you cut short this week-end thing. Ok?" 
| just sat and watched her process what | just said. She looked at the cardboard coaster then back at me. | 
would have liked to hear her acknowledge that she got my point, just to be sure. Finally, she opened her mouth 
to speak. She waited an instant and chuckled. 


"Are you for real?", she asked me. 


Oh, honey, | am. Wrong answer. | just needed you to say yes, no discussion here. But | didn't want to stay and 


make a fuss. So | gathered all my smooth power and concluded our little chat. 


‘lm not very patient tonight but | take it you caught my drift. I'll let her know to expect your call. Enjoy the 


rest of your evening with him before you go home." 


| stood up and turned around, Daryl in tow. | made myself clear. If she was not stupid, she would be out of 


here tomorrow morning. 


Less of a control freak than Awl 


Izzy's POV 


The car stopped in front of the place. We just had to walk for 2 minutes to the door. That was all | needed to 
look at her a bit better than when she was seating in the car. She was already in the limo as | arrived with 
the cab in front of the hotel. | liked the way she strutted in front of me. Her heels were high but not too 
high, she was a bit taller than yesterday but still shorter than me. Fuck, she was definitely very appetizing 
dressed like this, her ass was just perfectly packaged in that dress. | felt my dick responding to what | was 


looking at and forward to. 


Once in, | went backstage immediately. It was almost 10.00 pm. | had to go and see Steve and check what guitar 
he had in store for me and briefly discuss what we were playing. This was a jam session but still, 5 minutes 
of preparation wouldn't hurt as we had never played together, or If we did, it must have been decades ago | 
was so out of it that | clearly did not remember. | left Sacha at a table that Billy booked for us and told her 
I'd be back. 


Backstage, Steve greeted me like we were old friends who had seen each other a few weeks ago only. | did 
remember the guy was relaxed but he seemed even more friendly than what | recalled. Billy was there too, 
about to go on stage. We had literally 5 minutes. | was checking with Steve what guitars he would let me take 
while we were talking with Billy about what songs they were playing at the end. LA. Woman would be a classic, 
| knew that one pretty well, good start. Billy handed me the set list and said to agree with Steve what we 
wanted to play at the end. He was good with anything that was listed at the end for the encore, we just had to 
choose and let him know at that moment. Ok, that was easy. Less of a control freak than Axl, it seemed. That 
wasn't difficult. 


We made up our minds fast and | told Steve | would be sitting in the venue watching the show for half an 


hour or so, since my date was over there. Steve smiled. 
"Bring her along backstage if you want. My wife is here too, she can keep her company.’ 


Steve pointed at a very platinum tiny blonde with huge boobs and few clothes on. Alright. Steve and | had 


similar tastes in guitars but not in women. Good thing it was just his guitar he was lending me for the evening. 


They started the concert and | walked back in the main verue, followed by one of their security guys who 
stayed posted at the backstage entrance. | sat next to pretty Sacha. 


"All set?" she asked me as | sat back at the table. 


"Yeah, we're good. I'll watch a little here with you. Then I'll go warm up over there in half an hour. Steve said 


you can come with me. His wife is here, they're pretty relaxed, not GnR style." 


"Ok, that's nice. Maybe | watch a bit more of the concert after you go but I'll join you later." 


She turned her face towards the stage to continue watching the show. | kept on watching her instead. 
After a while, | left her and told the security guy to let her in whenever she would feel like joining me. 


Sacha's POV 


IO minutes after Izzy left again, | felt a presence behind me and realized someone was sitting on the chair next 
to me. | turned my head and saw Axl Rose sitting there. | tried to blink but | was too surprised to even move 
my eyelids. Why was he there? How did he know | was here? When Izzy arrived back at the hotel and stepped 
into the limo, | asked him how the dinner went. He said overall ok and the swordfish was good but that he did 
not want to talk about it too much and bore me with Axl's ideas. The limo ride to the House of Blues was 
pretty short and did not involve driving on the strip so it was faster. Izzy made a few compliments on how 
nice he thought | looked tonight. He was very calm, though, and just kissed me a few times. He asked what | did 
in the afternoon and as | was telling him about how | spent my day, we arrived at the venue. In that short 


ride, he did not mention anything about Axl who would be showing up at the House of Blues. 


So when | saw the red-haired singer sitting next to me, | was stunned. He seemed to know who | was, although 
he did not know my name. | guessed Izzy told him he had a date tonight. And this was when it all began to be 
weird. Axl somehow started to talk to me about his work with Izzy, some projects they had to discuss or 
something like that. | was listening but did not get what he was going at. Finally, Axl gave me this coaster 
where he wrote the phone number of his assistant, reportedly, and asked me to book a plane with her to leave 
Vegas tomorrow morning, so that he had time to work on things with Izzy, justifying all this by the fact that 
this was only a week-end thing anyway, so it would be good if | did not stick around. 


| was gobsmacked. Axl left as fast as he came. | wasn't sure what just happened here and what | was supposed 
to do. Was | supposed to tell Izzy about this surprise visit? They seemed to get at each other's nerves quite a 
lot although they were friends. | did not know them well but | decided not to annoy Izzy with Axl's crazy 
moment and to forget it altogether. What would he do anyway? Its not like he was Izzy's father or that they 


were still in a band together. 


A litte later into the concert, | went to see how things were backstage. | walked to the security guard who let 
me in. This place was much smaller than the concert venue that GnR was playing at. It also looked less 
stressful and hectic. | spotted Izzy discussing with someone in a corner and walked in his direction He saw me 
as | arrived close to them and pulled me next to him, sliding his arm around my waist. The guy he was talking 
to excused himself, leaving us alone. It was very warm in here so | took off my jacket and dropped it next to 


the guitar rack behind Izzy. It was probably Steve's guitars. Izzy looked at me in the eyes. 


"Sacha, you're really looking gorgeous tonight", he said as he passed the back of his hand against my cheek. 


A bit cliché but fun anyway 


Izzy's POV 


| took her hand and led her away from the activity to a little dark corner where it was also less loud. She 
leaned against the wall. | put one hand on the wall next to her head. | was looking at her with my trademark 
smirk. | caressed her naked shoulder with my free hand and let it go up her neck Shit, | was feeling like | was 
28 again with my future ex-wife n°l backstage before one of our concerts. | put my mouth on hers and kissed 
her hard and long. She moved her head to the side a bit, for better comfort and we continued. At that point, | 
couldn't keep my hands off her, but | was no longer high as fuck as in my youthful days so | was well aware 
of my surroundings and that anyone could be seeing us or was probably already watching us. | had a quick 
glance at my watch. The concert would not be over before Il30 pm. We had some time. 


"Not here", | told her. "Come with me." 


The car was parked right there in the front, there was no reason not to take advantage of it. When the driver 
saw us, he stepped out. He obviously thought there was yet another change of plan to the evening schedule 
and we were leaving. | told him we just needed the car, he did not need to drive. | knew he got the message and 
| could read a half smile on his face as he stepped back in the driver seat. | did not care. As soon as we were 


in and | locked the door, Sacha started laughing. 
"What's funny?", | asked a bit surprised at her reaction 
Its not funny, | guess.. Its a bit cliché, isn't it?" 


| knew that, thanks for mentioning it though. So she wasn't impressed Or perhaps she was and she laughed it 
off. | liked that anyway. 


"You mind?" 

"No, it's fun anyway." 

She stopped laughing but was still smiling as she pressed herself against me and gave me a soft kiss, sliding 
her hands under my jacket. | moved up from against the seat a little, to take it off as well as my shirt. | was 
going on stage in half an hour or so. | could ask Steve for lending me his guitar but he was probably 3 inch 
shorter than me so borrowing one of his shirt wouldn't work that well. | took the rest of my clothes off in no 
time. Sacha seemed surprised how fast | did that. | saw her reach for the zipper at the back of her dress and 
grabbed her wrist. 

"Oh, no, babe, don't... | will do that myself 


| sat back more comfortably against the leather seat and pulled her towards me, making her straddle me. | ran 


my hands up and down her legs and her thighs, pushing her dress up slowly. | reached up behind her neck and 
undid the button that was holding the top of her dress while caressing her shoulders. The straps fell in front 
of her but it did not make the rest come off. It was too tight. | extended my hands and reached for the zipper 
in the back of her dress and pulled it down. Now it was peeling off the top of her body easily, uncovering her 
breast. She was not wearing any bra. Even better. As | held her with one hand on the small of her back, | let 
my other hand run over her beautiful tits and took one in my mouth. She moaned and pressed me tighter 
against her. Her nipples were hard and | had no doubt she was as excited as | was. My other hands continued 
to caress one breast while | was teasing the other with my tongue, tracing around it and biting it lightly. | 
could feel her hands clenched my shoulders. At the same time, | was moving my other hand down on her legs 
and upper thighs and pushing up her dress out of the way towards her waist. | just had to get rid of her 
panties which were still in the way. She helped me out with that and sat back across my laps. She bent down 
for a kiss and looked for my dick with her hand. | smiled at her. 


"Turn around", | told her. 


She looked at me with raised eyebrows but she turned and put her back to my face. | slid a bit on the seat 
and grabbed her hips. 


"You're gonna like, trust me", | say caressing her back and then sliding my arms around her. 


She let me lower her slowly on my dick. She let out a long moan as | filled her. Yeah, | knew she'd like it. | let 
her find her pace and started to move in sync with her. After a couple of minutes, | could hear her pant 


loudly already. | let one hand slide up to her breast and the other down in between her legs, to stroke her clit. 
"Oh, gosh, Izzy.. Don't stop..", she moaned. 


| had no intention to. | was trying to let her come first. | knew I'd have my turn fast enough if | wanted to. | 
heard her make a few more moans and soft cries which she muffled with her hand over her mouth. | pushed 


her hand away from her mouth. 
| wanna hear you, | wanna hear how | make you feel", | whispered to her. 
"The driver..", she said between two pants, "he might hear me." 


"Yeah, possible.. Let him hear you.. He'll have something to think about when he gets back home and goes to 
bed after his shift." 


| heard her chuckle about that remark and then back to moan for a few moments till she put her hand on the 
fingers | had working on her clit to make me stop. She couldn't take it anymore and climaxed bending forward 
and gasping, pushing herself hard against me. | had to stop moving myself not to come right after that. | let 
her catch her breath and caressed her sides and her hips while | was cooling down a bit, my hand brushing 
again over that long scar on her side. She didn't push my hand away this time. 


"Come down here on the floor, on your knees, please", | cooed in her ear. 


| let go of her and kneeled down behind her as she went on all fours. | planted my mouth on the side of her 
neck and kissed and licked the spot where her jugular passes. Her pulse was still racing and | was hoping | could 
make it go a little faster again | leaned over her back and let my arms glide over hers, pushing her elbows 
down on the floor. | loved the contact of my whole body covering hers. | was so close an instant earlier and | 
knew | would be again soon but | hoped she would come again for me too. That was an even better angle than 
earlier for me to touch her most sensitive spot. | pushed myself inside her with a soft growl and built up my 
thrusting. She was feeling like a silk tight glove around me. | loved how she felt. | wanted more of her, | knew 
Sunday was her last day here and | could feel | would be in withdrawal for her touch soon after. | felt the 


pleasure waves building up between my loins. | could feel her tensing up again as well. 

"Sacha, babe... Tell me you're coming..." 

"A little more.. Izzy, please, just hold on." 

| changed rhythm and slammed a few times hard into her. 

‘Oh, yes!", she cried. "Now, yes, come...” 

| let myself go and came hard, falling over her. 

"Fuck, Sacha..." 

We both slid over the limo floor panting. 

We stayed on the car floor for a few minutes then | sat still on the floor with my back against the seats, 
Sacha turned around to kiss me, she let her hands run into my hair and up and down my neck. My skin was 
overly sensitive post orgasm and her simple caresses felt amazing. She rubbed her face against my chin, my 
nose and my cheeks in-between kisses. | wanted to stay there for the rest of the night but | suddenly recalled 
that | was supposed to play a few songs in probably not too long now. It was time to get back indoors. 

"We should get dressed. I'll be playing soon’, | whispered to her. 


"You're gonna be tired", she teased me. 


‘I'm 50 but I'm still Izzy", | replied "I can still handle this and play right." 


What exactly do you have planned? 


Sacha's POV 


We went back in the venue and | tried not to look too blissful from the sex high | just shared with Izzy. lzzy 
was very good at disguising what just happened but | think | had it written all over my face. This man was a 
sex zen master. | felt like | had never really done it right since | started dating and sleeping with guys. Ok, the 
guys | went out with were not doing it right either, apparently. | definitely had had crash course in how to get 
off. Shit, it was usually difficult for me to find a guy | liked and wanted to date. Now after this week-end with 
Izzy, if | was also becoming picky in their bedroom skills comparing to him, | would end up single or the rest of 


my life. That was sure. 


He was back right on time, ID minutes before Steve came off stage to come and get him to play a few songs. 
The concert was very good and | was amazed at the way Izzy blended into the band. It looked like they had 
been playing together many times. He was probably not as comfortable as with GrR, but he was naturally 
relaxed and enjoying himself on stage. Maybe the love session in the car had added to his usual relaxation level 


but still, on stage he looked cool and in control. 

It was almost midnight when the concert was over. Izzy introduced me to Billy and Steve when they were all 
off stage. Steve also introduced us to his wife. At first, you would think she was a living and walking blow-up 
doll but she actually was a very friendly and nice girl. We stuck around for a while talking with them and the 
rest of the band. They were heading to a party in town and invited us to join them. | looked at Izzy and told 
him | was ok either way, going or not. Izzy hesitated a bit but declined. We thanked them and left. 

| sensed a big smile appearing on my face as we stepped in the car again, just thinking about what we did in 
there an hour ago. Izzy probably got what | was thinking and laughed at me and my embarrassment. | wanted 
to stop thinking about this and started the conversation again. 

"You don't like these of parties because of the alcohol and all that?", | asked him as the limo left. 

"Not really. | never liked these kinds of events. And for tonight, | have something foreseen anyway." 

He did not say more but now | was curious. 

"And what exactly do you have planned?" 

"You'll see", he grinned. 

| heard him say we were going back to our hotel. Maybe he had something arranged over there? It was past 


midnight but he was a night owl so it was a normal time of the evening for him. | would hope | would not fall 


asleep during whatever he had prepared. 


| was quite confused when we arrived back and there did not seem to be anything special ready. | started to 
feel a headache crawling at the back of my head and | asked him if he did not mind that we passed by my 
room first so | could pick up some Advil. | guess my normal sleep cycle was a bit disrupted these last two 


rights. Perhaps that lead to the headache. 


| let Izzy in my room. | was hoping it did not look too messy. | had worked most of the afternoon, then ran 
around to find this dress - a good investment, he seemed to like it a lot - came back here and changed and 


ate a sandwich for dinner before putting on make-up and going downstairs to leave. 
"Just don't look too much at the mess. I'll be right there." 


| left him in my room and disappeared in the bathroom. | had a glance at my make-up earlier backstage and 
knew it was still looking good. | just needed to find Advil. | knew | had put some drugs in one of my cosmetic 
bags, | just needed to check which one. 


"Can | smoke in here?", he asked. 


"I's a non-smoking room. But there is a small balcony, if you want, you can there." 


Izzy's POV 


| looked around the place while Sacha was in the bathroom. It was a small room but it was cosy. There was a 
table covered with paper and a laptop, an iPad and some other things. That had to be her office for the week- 


end. 


| walked past that towards the balcony to go out and smoke and my eyes stopped on a stash of papers on a 
coffee table with the words Press Kit GnR in big red letters. | picked those up. This was what the tour 
promoters were handing over to the press prior to the interview. | flipped through the GnR one, mainly about 
Axl of course. | saw here was a separate one for me. How cute. | had to read it. It had been years | hadn't 
been in a press kit. Probably a necessary detail for all the journalists who came to the interview and who may 


not remember who | was. 


| stepped out on the small balcony, sit on the chair that was there and flipped through the 2-page document. 
There was nothing inaccurate either, at least, as far as | had read. There was also nothing very exciting to 
read, they had missed my latest record release, that was about the only missing fact in there. Shit, if | did not 
know myself, | would think this guy is not really worth interviewing. All of a sudden, | remember why | hated 
the media circus and attention Either you're their favorite victim because you're a trouble magnet and make 
headlines every couple of weeks for minor legal offences and stupid comments or you're trying to be normal in 
a frantic and overexposed industry and then you're dead boring to anyone. | put the press kit back where | 


found it and finished my cigarette. 


Sacha just stepped out of the bathroom. 


| might change shoes, if you don't mind” 

"Actually, you might change completely, for later", | suggested to her. 

"What's happening later? Are you going to tell me?" 

She was a curious animal. | looked at my watch. It was around 100 am. 

"We'll be leaving at 330. So | thought we come back here, crash on the bed for a long nap, and then we'll be 
heading out. You look stunning in that dress but you might be more comfy wearing jeans and a T-shirt for 
later." 

She was staring at me in doubt. 

"Come on, tell me more. Where on earth could we be going at 330 in the morning?" 


| walked to her and leaned forward to whisper in her ear. 


"We gonna drive two hours till Grand Canyon to see the sunrise.’ 


Grand Canyon at sunrise 


Sacha's POV 


| had never been to Grand Canyon. This was exciting. It was also extremely romantic but not corny, at least to 
my taste. The drive there was long, just over two hours. We had to arrive before 600 am when the sunrise 
was starting. Izzy was thoughtful to tell me to change clothes. | was curled up next to him in the corner of 
the limo seat and fell asleep on the way there, my head on his lap, after we talked a long while. Izzy mainly 
asked me about me, my life, my job. He seemed to want to know me. | was still unsure what to ask him and 
aware of his avoidance of interviews so | wasn't asking him many questions. | don't think he slept when we 
were in the car but we took a nap of two hours before we left the hotel. | was still sleepy, not surprisingly, 


but it seemed to be sufficient for him. 


Izzy woke me up when we arrived. We were not inside Grand Canyon National Park, it was just off the main 
attraction and there was nobody there except us. The road was a dead end so we had to walk for a short 
while to see the view point from the edge of the cliff. It was breathtaking. The sun had not yet risen but the 
colors of the sky had changed already and you could see shades of gold and orange morphing into the dark 
blue of dawn. There were wood fences at the edge of the cliff. There were warning signs stating this area was 
not under surveillance of the National Park and people should not lean over the fences. They were looking so old 
and worn-out that | doubt anyone would try, unless they had a death wish. We walked back a few steps from 
the fenced area and sat next to each other on a few rocks that were more or less flat. The nature show was 
spectacular. | didn't know if we were just lucky or if the climate here was always the same but the sky was 
very clear, no clouds and no humidity in the air. We could simply enjoy and watch the colorful display unfold 


before our eyes. 
| felt Izzy's fingers brush through my hair. He made me turn my face towards him. 
"Its beautiful’, | told him. 


"Just like you", he said softly. "Same dark blue as your eyes, same dark orange and copper hints melting in it 


as in your hair, and then your face glowing like the sun when it rises." 
He pushed his face against mine and kissed my lips. | opened my mouth and let out a sigh against his mouth. 


Wow. | did not know what to say. | tried to tell myself that this guy was a serious professional at flirting and 
hitting on women. At the same time, | was actually wondering whether he would go to all this trouble with any 
girl he would meet to try to impress her or make her have a good time. | was maybe dreaming but | wanted 
to believe that he meant what he had just said and that we were not Sunday and | did not have to leave 


tomorrow morning. 


Thinking of that, | remembered Axl's weird intrusion at the House of Blues. Of course, | had not called the lady 


he claimed to be his assistant. | was not on my way to Portland till tomorrow and guess what? Nothing 


happened. The earth did not stop spinning, all was fine. | had no clue what Axl's problem was but | tried to push 
this at the very back of my mind and enjoy the moment with Izzy. | might have thought too loud though 
because he stopped kissing me and frowned at me. 

"What's wrong?", he asked. 

Gosh, was he always so perceptive? | couldn't think without him noticing. This was not good. 

"Nothing." 

"It did not look like nothing", he continued. 

"No, really.. This is a great moment. | don't want to ruin it by thinking that | leave tomorrow.’ 


That had to sound very plausible. No need to mention Axl. 


| turned my head back to see what was going on eastwards. The sun was now actually rising, a tiny bowl of 


liquid fire and gold emerging from behind the rock formations. 

"How did you know about this spot?", | asked him. "It's in the middle of nowhere." 

Izzy was lighting up a cigarette. He took a long drag on it and exhale away from me. 

| came here 20 years ago, when | was going around the country." 

"While you were on tour?" 

"No, after | quit the band. A few months later, when | was still dabbling into sobriety. | needed to keep my 
brain occupied so | travelled a lot across the country by myself. | like nature and big spaces, deserts, beaches, 
forests.. | came here by chance. | checked the road was still in use with the tourist office before giving the 
GPS coordinates to the driver. The road is not on google maps and all this shit." 

"Thanks for taking me here", | told him and | kissed him, opening my mouth right away to take him in 

The sun was shining on his face. His eyes were closed because of the rightness. | wished | could see his eyes 
right now to check if | could detect anything like he seemed to be able to do with me. 

Izzy's POV 

We stayed at the view point for almost an hour. We walked back to the car and were back on the Strip around 


4,00 am. We did not talk so much on the drive back. It seemed Sacha was under the sunrise spell and | was 


under hers. We went for breakfast together and then Sacha told me she still had to finish some work for her 


translation job. She would need 4-5 hours and then she'd be done. | told her to come to my suite when she 
was ready. | would not leave for the concert before 400 pm. No sound-check this time, so we could still spend 


the evening relaxed together. 


Someone knocked at my suite door around 4.00 pm. | was expecting Sacha but | saw Axl in the corridor when | 


opened. 

"Hi", he simply said and came in 

| nodded at Daryl who was standing in the corridor and closed the door. 

"Hi to you too." 

Axl was dressed very normally for once with a white shirt and blue jeans but looked in a bad mood. 
"What can | do for you", | asked. 

| wanted to continue the conversation we started yesterday and did not have time to finish." 

Oh, that. Shit. He was still on this. 


"You said you didn't want to see me anymore, so | thought talking to me about that wasn't on the agenda 


either." 
"Would be too easy.” 
Of course, it would, and easy was not Axl's way. 


"Sit down, Izz. Why don't you come by at my house so we can try at least? | know you don't live next door, 


but you can sleep there too, stay a few days, a week max. You know it's big enough." 

| laughed, genuinely, not to mock him. 

"Axl, be realistic. You know the only reason we survived living together so many years when we were young is 
because we had no choice and there was alcohol and dope. Otherwise we would have killed each other within 3 
days." 


"| would make an effort. Can you no fucking try?" 


'| didn't want to upset you yesterday. Your rock opera idea. Its not my kind of thing, but it's you. | could see 
that. You don't need me, Ax." 


"| know what | need better than you." 


"Did you ask the others? Why me only?" 

"Which others?", he glared at me when saying that. "There is only Duff. Slash and | don't speak, you know it" 
He was right, he was only still talking to me and Duff. 

"Well.. Did you try with Duff?" 

"No, it's not the same as you", he mumbled, like a spoiled kid who was sulking. 

| was trying not to lose patience but it was hard. It was like when you break up with someone and they come 
crawling back at you. Except that we had broken up 20 years ago and we both had moved on. I still didn't get 
his nostalgia trip. | didn't want to piss him off but | didn't want to even try because | knew | would not survive 
working with him and his ways and in any event, the project did not interest me. 


"What else are you doing anyway those days?", Axl inquired with me. 


"| don't have a fucking detailed schedule with me but not much. | was actually thinking of taking off to Hawaii 


or something cool like that next month. Just chilling out for a week." 
Axl was about to say something but there was someone at the door. It was Sacha. 


"Heyl", she said smiling. "I finished everything and pushed the sent button Translation job done and delivered. l'm 


on holiday now." 

"Great", | said. "Come in. Axl is here." 

| saw her face change. 

"Oh? Is he? I'm not going to bother you then I'll be back later." 

"No, come in, it's nothing, we were just talking, whatever." 

| was only too happy to have her around as a diversion. | thought that would be great to keep Axl busy talking 


about something else. | closed the door behind her and took her with me back in the living room to introduce 


her. 
"Axl, this is Sacha. Sacha, Axl." 
Axl did not stand up but said hi. He was in his brooding mood now apparently. 


"Hello", Sacha said, looking a little nervous. 


Axl made people nervous in general, so | wasn't surprised. 
"lIl go get my cigarettes in the bedroom. You two get to know each other." 


| left them for 3 minutes and when | came back | saw Axl holding up Sacha by her throat against one of the 
living room walls. What. The. Fuck??? 


WTF 


Sacha's POV 


When Izzy invited me in and said Axl was there, | knew it was not a good idea for me to come in. But he 
insisted and | did not want to make a scene or try to explain to him why | should come back later. | thought | 
would pretend we just met. And when Izzy introduced us, that's what | did and Axl too, he did not say anything, 
just hi. lzzy didn't seem to notice anything odd. Axl looked like he was in a bad mood but | thought not much of 
it. Unfortunately, Izzy decided to leave us alone to go and get his pack of cigarettes in his bedroom. The minute 
Izzy stepped away and turned around the corner out of the living room, Axl sprang up from the couch and 


stood in my face, one inch away. 
"What the fuck are you still doing here?", he asked me in a low voice, so Izzy wouldn't hear anything. 
His tone was glacial and his eyes were shooting daggers at me. 


| did not know what to answer. | did not owe him any explanations for my behavior. If he had a problem with 


Izzy, | did not see what | had to do with it. 
"lm leaving tomorrow’, is all | could think of answering him. 


"You were not supposed to be here anymore. | know you didn't call Jenna but | thought you had the good idea 
to get the hell out of here anyway.” 


"Axl, I'm sorry, | don't think | need to explain to you my schedule or weekend plans.’ 


In hindsight, | probably was way out of my league dealing with a guy like him and what | said was just what | 
shouldn't have. Live and learn And | realized | was going to learn the hard way when he pushed me against the 


wall and put his hand around my throat. 
"Bitch, you're not fucking talking to me this way." 
Still same low voice and glacial tone, much scarier than if he had been screaming. 


Was that really happening or was it a bad dream? | felt like | was in some kind of soap opera show with 
nonsensical drama. Yet, | could feel a grip around my neck and that seemed pretty real. | was trying to process 
fairly quickly in my brain what to do, since for the moment oxygen was still flowing there but who knew if 
that'd still be the case in a few seconds, should he really decide to choke me. Can you scream when you 
choke? | felt a small relief but anticipated way more drama when | saw Izzy walking back in the living room and 


caught the look in his eyes as he was trying to make sense of the scene he had in front of him. 


"WHAT THE FUCK, AXL !?" 


Izzy yelled at him. Axl snapped out of his predatory attack, releasing my neck. 
Ouch, it hurt. 
"Don't even try to..", Axl started a sentence but Izzy didn't let him finish. 


He was on him in a second and shoved him against the wall, not the same | was still leaning on, holding his shirt 


collar in his fists. 

"Are you out of your fucking mind!? What is this!?" 

"She wasn't supposed to be herel", Axl shouted back. 

Izzy was lost and didn't understand. | walked towards him to try to explain. 
"Not now!", is all Izzy could say when he saw me approaching, still screaming. 


| knew he wasn't screaming at me but he scared me a little. | walked back and sat on the couch to let them 


deal with it by themselves. 
"Goddammit, let me go, Stradlin!" 


Axl screamed back and pushed him away. | think Izzy was so confused about the situation that he did not even 
know what to do with Axl. Hold him, punch him, scream at him. Axl vanished out of the suite in a second and 
slammed the door behind him. 

Izzy was still standing trying to comprehend what had just happened. Then he looked at me sitting on the couch 
and rushed to my side. 


"Are you ok? What the fuck was that about?" 

| was holding my neck and massaging it a little. 

"Show me", Izzy said. 

His voice and his tone were back to normal. | preferred that sound to his screaming. Screaming didn't fit his 
attitude and personality. | removed my hands and let him look. | felt Izzy's callous fingertips lightly brushing 
against the skin of my neck. It would have been pretty sensual if it were not after Axl had just tried to 


strangle me. 


"Shit", | heard him say. "You've got marks already. Asshole.. Sacha, does it hurt? What..? What the hell was 
this?" 


‘Izzy, I'm not sure..” 

He was sitting next to me trying to understand. There was no reason to not tell him about last night now. He 
was obviously furious at Axl so anything | would say could not really add to the anger, right? At least maybe 
Izzy would make sense of the situation | still wasn't. 

"Axl showed up when we were at the House of Blues last night. You had just left. You know, you stayed to 
watch the gig with me and then you left. 5 minutes later, Axl was sitting on that chair next to me, coming out 
of nowhere." 

Izzy looked puzzled but he was waiting for me to explain further. He did not say anything. 

"He said that you two still had things to discuss after the dinner, some projects and you needed to spend time 
with him, like this afternoon, and he didn't want me to be here with you. | guess not to distract you. So he told 
me to call his assistant to get me a plane ticket early this morning to fly back home. | didn't know what to say, 
Izzy. | thought it was a joke or an incoherent moment. | mean, it made no sense. He said since | was just a 
week-end fling anyway, | could leave Sunday instead of later. |... | just did not think anything of it but apparently 
he was serious when he said he wanted me gone." 

Izzy was shaking his head in disbelief at what | was telling him. | was hoping that he was believing me. 

"All this made no sense to me. So when | arrived now and you told me he was here, | thought I'd better not 
interrupt but you wouldn't know why | would go away so | came in and the minute you left to go get your 
cigarettes, he jumped at me and asked why | was still here and when | said | basically didn't think | had to 
explain myself to him, he lost it. That's' when he grabbed me by the throat, after that you just arrived." 
Izzy's green brown eyes were gleaming with an undecipherable expression 

"Holy fucking shit", was all Izzy replied to me. "Sorry." 


"Its ok", | reassured him but | wasn't sure if he was apologizing on Axl's behalf or for his cursing. 


Then all of a sudden, | felt tears running down my face. | didn't want to cry. Crying is never helping and usually, 


men hate seeing women cry. They don't know what to do with them. Izzy's gaze locked back on mine. 
"Don't cry, please. Not for him, not for such stupid.. Whatever that is." 

| tried and fought back the second wave of tears and wiped up the first ones with the back of my hand 
"Do you understand any of this?", | asked him 


Izzy stood up and ran his hand over his face a few times. 


"| guess. I'd say he's fucking jealous." 
| thought | misheard. 
"Jealous?" 


"Yeah. I'm here and he had those ideas, things to talk to me about. We talked, | told him l'm not interested. 
That was bad enough already but then he knew | spent the evening and the night with you Friday and also 
Saturday and in his paranoid psycho mind, you're the reason | don't want to go ahead with his projects. My 
attention has been on you over the week-end. | cut short his evening plans yesterday, | did not go to his 


after-party Friday.. Because | was with you. So you're the problem." 


Thanks for the analysis. Surely all this made sense if you were paranoid and weird. Rumors were correct and 
Axl was a bit of a lunatic apparently. | started to fathom that if this was the type of behavior that he could 


display, everyday life on tour must have been exhausting. 


Batshit crazy 


| told Sacha to go to the bathroom and put cold water on her neck | had to breathe for a few minutes by 
myself. | picked up my cigarettes and lit one up. 


Axl could be such an insane motherfucker sometimes. | did not know what to think. | believed everything Sacha 
said. That was classic upset paranoid Axl. He seemed nervous and down when we had dinner. If he was in a 
writing block spiral artistically speaking, he was looking for excuses anywhere. Me not willing to work with him 
was the first excuse. Now, even better, a woman going out with me was the explanation for me declining his 
work invitation, 

| couldn't believe he physically tried to hurt her. | thought those days were long gone. | had seen him with Erin 
at the time but that was so far away. Once we got some money, he had done so many therapy sessions, tried 
alternative medicines, hypnosis, sophrology, anger management, regression and | don't know what other shit. It 


seemed he was still self-obsessed when he wanted to be and obviously he was off valium. 


| poured myself a glass of water and another one for Sacha. It was 430 pm. | was supposed to be on stage 
with the red-haired maniac in a few hours. No way | was playing tonight with him. 


| picked up my phone and called Dan, the guitar tech. | asked him to get my 3 guitars out of the storage boxes 
and told him | was coming to pick them up at the venue in one hour. Of course he asked why and | told him | 
had to cancel my appearance tonight at the show. | hung up and went to the bed room. | saw Sacha in the 
bathroom. 

"Feeling better?" 

"Yes, it's ok. It just looks bad" 

Yeah, it did not look good. She did not have long hair to hide it. | hated to see those marks on her. 

"They'll go away’, | said trying to comfort her. 

| stepped out and went back in the bedroom. | started gathering my clothes. 

"What are you doing?", Sacha asked. 


"I'm putting all my shit together and l'm leaving." 


Sacha looked shocked. 


"Leaving? And tonight's concert?" 

"You think | want to be on stage with this asshole?" 

She was looking at me putting my things back in my luggage. 

"Do you think | should leave too? Do you think he would.. Try anything again?" 

| thought he would probably not. But then, he's batshit crazy sometimes, so who knew? 


| don't know, Sacha. | don't think so, but | think it's a good idea if you sleep somewhere else tonight. When is 


your plane back?" 


"Tomorrow at 800 am, so | am supposed to leave the hotel at 530 am. | fly to San Francisco and then | have 


to wait 2 hours there for my flight to Portland. Ill be there after lunch." 

She didn't sound enthusiastic about the whole trip thing. 

"And when do you fly back?", she asked in return. 

"| ain't flying. | drive back." 

She stared at me. 

"You drove here? From where?" 

‘| live in-between LA. and San Francisco. Its 6 hours from here, | hate flying anyway." 

She sat on the edge of the bed, next to my bag. 

"Our nice week-end is coming to an end", she concluded with a sigh. 

| paused what | was doing and looked at her. | had tried not to think too much about that. Even if all this 
hadn't occurred, it would still have been the end of our week-end. But | didn't want it to end. | didn't think she 
wanted that either from the way she just said those words. 

"| don't want it to end", | confessed. 


"Me neither. What do we do?" 


| wasn't sure. What did | want? What was this? Fuck, it felt good to be with her. Sex or not. But sex felt 
pretty awesome too. Think of something, Stradlin, fast. 


"I should probably go pack in my own room and look for another hotel’, she continued, 
We were both leaving this hotel. Why not leave together? 

"Wait, Sacha.. You need to be home on Monday afternoon?" 

"Meaning? | have nothing specific scheduled but | don't see why | would hang around here longer: 
"| can drive you home", | offered 

She laughed. 


"Yes, sure! From Vegas to Portland. What is it? A I2-hour drive? Just a small detour versus your 6 hour ride 


home." 


| had no real idea how far that was in driving time but yes, it was probably I2 hours. | checked my iPhone. | 
held up my hand to let her know that | was checking something. 


"Actually, it's about I5 hours." 

"Even better", she added. 

‘Im serious, darling. | don't mind driving, | don't want to leave you after this week-end, | feel like shit because 
of what he did to you. If we don't want the week-end to end, we can take a scenic road trip to Oregon. | don't 


have any place to be tomorrow or Tuesday.” 


That wasn't entirely true. My brother was dog and home-sitting at my house and | needed to check with him 


if he could stay a few more days, in case she would accept my idea 


| could see her think and weigh pros and cons in her head. She was probably also considering why the fuck she 


would hop on a car with a guy she basically didn't really know for a |5-hour drive. 
‘Its probably a crazy idea but.. Ok, am in", she said. 

| couldn't help but smiling when she said that. 

"Cool", | said as | took her in my arms and put a kiss on her forehead. 

She took my head in her hands and kissed me properly. 

"Ill go pack then", she said with a big smile. 


The next two hours were a bit hectic. After | packed all my stuff, | asked the driver to take me to the 


concert venue. | had to wait to see Dan who was busy. Finally, he showed up and got a roadie to bring me the 
three guitars. | loaded them in the limo and came back to the hotel. | texted Axl to let him know | wouldn't be 


playing tonight and also left a voice mail to his assistant saying the same. 


Right after that, | called my brother, whom | nicely coerced into staying another few days at my place in 


exchange of promising to be there at our parents’ house for Thanksgiving. 


Sacha checked out of her room in the meantime and was waiting for me in the lobby. She just had a big duffel 
bag and a backpack for her laptop and work things. | had also checked out and was waiting for my car from 
the valet parking. | was glad | had taken the big Jeep for the trip. 


| threw my two travel bags and Sacha's stuff at the back, and installed the 3 guitar cases comfortably in 
between. It was 630 pm when we left Vegas. | was surprised | hadn't heard yet back from Axl. Not that | was 
in a hurry to speak with him again, but it was inevitable, he would not simply leave it like that. 


You were doing this to your brother? 


Axl's POV 


| couldn't believe this son of a bitch. He ditched me and the concert and for what? For a girl he met 48 hours 
ago! This was ludicrous. He got all worked up and offended because | put my fingers on his new precious 
girlfriend? | didn't even hit her! Well, | was sure she was just in for the week-end thrills of fucking a former 
GnR member and maybe also taking advantage of his blindly generous nature when it came to spending cash. 
She was hot, ok, but didn't he know better? You'd think he had learnt a thing or two after two divorces. Just 
date them casually at this point, Stradlin. Don't get all sentimental and shit. It was pointless. He was never going 
to find a girl who would be sticking around. He was too asocial at times. He needed space and time by himself, 
not a woman 24/7 on his back. He was like me in that sense, but he would not admit it. Plus he did not want 
kids. That's usually a big turn-off for most women, at least those who wanted something serious. On that 
front, however, | had to admit | was pretty lost myself. | had always wanted kids, | was always clear about 
that with my few serious girlfriends or even with Erin but it never worked out fine. Life could be shitty. 


The problem with Izzy is that he was so stubborn sometimes that | was sure now he would actually stick 
around with her just to prove his point to me and that it was more than just a distraction while he was here. 


That would also give him a good excuse to tell me he couldn't come over and work with me. 


Maybe | should see if Duff heard anything from him, if he knew whether Izzy was busy with something these 
days or if he had said something to him about never wanting to work with me again on musical projects. | had 


to call Duff. 


Izzy's POV 


It was almost midnight when we stopped. We drove for 5 hours, so one third of the trip. | had no problem 
driving long distances but for once | started to feel weary. Granted, | hadn't even had my usual 5 hours of 
sleep last night. That explained how | felt. 


We stopped at a Holiday Inn in the middle of nowhere. There were so few cars on the parking lot, | guessed the 
hotel was virtually empty and these were the cars of the staff on duty for the night. Who drives through 
here anyway? People like us? Fleeing Vegas on their way to Oregon? Yeah, that explained why there was nobody 


here. 


| was praying that the person at the reception who'd check us in wouldn't recognize me because | was not in 
great shape to be social with a fan. | never feel social but | can do polite, when I'm in the mood for it. Not 
tonight. Tonight, | wanted to step in a hot shower, crash on the bed with Sacha, melt in her arms and between 
her legs, then fall asleep. That sounded like a great plan. | hoped she would be game. 


When we stepped in the hotel, there were two persons at the reception, a young girl and an older guy. | 


motioned towards the young girl. Nowadays 40 or 50 something year old guys are more likely to be fans than 
a 20-year old girl. No actual stats, this was based on personal experience. | handed over my driver's license. 
She didn't blink Saved. We got a room and | told Sacha to go in with her bag. | would unload the guitars from 
the car and bring them up. 

Two elevator trips later, the guitars were safe next to the bed and | went for a shower. Sacha had already 
taken one while | was going back and forth between the room and the car to bring my stuff. | had also stayed 
out for a last cigarette. The hotel was fully smoke-free. Shit to that but | didn't want to cause trouble here 
so | would obey. Obey? Fuck, Stradlin, you're getting old? 


| was back in the room I0 minutes later. Sacha was playing with her iPad on the bed. She was wearing a T- 


shirt and most likely nothing else. Good start. | just had a towel around my waist. 
"Tired?", | asked walking towards the bed. 
"| was in the car but now after the shower, | feel good. You drove a long stretch. You must be more tired." 


"Am ok" 


"Just ok? Come here on the bed", she told me. "I can give you a head and scalp massage, if you want. You 


gonna feel very relaxed after that." 


A half-clad woman that was proposing me a massage? Today was finishing on a high, it seemed. 
"Are you licensed to do that kind of things?", | joked. 


"No but | took actual classes. My brother had always severe headaches. Our GP prescribed him some massage 


sessions and | learnt to do it myself so | could make him feel better at home whenever he had some issues." 


She turned off all the lights except for one in a far corner next to the window. | laid on the bed, my head in 
the middle and my legs halfway on it. | bent my knees so my feet could touch the floor to be more 
comfortable. Sacha was sitting at the top of the bed, above my head. 


"Close your eyes and breathe", she said softly. 


She put her hands on my forehead and started to stroke it. | felt her thumbs sliding from my eyebrows all 
the way to my hairline and into my hair. She did it several times. A moment later, she stroked my temples 
with the tips of her fingers, putting a bit of pressure and then releasing it, and all over again, moving slowly 
into my hair to do the same to my scalp just next to that area She massaged a few other places on my face 
and my scalp. Fuck, she did know what she was doing with her fingers and hands. It was great. | could definitely 
feel my body relaxing but also another part of me getting more rigid. 


"You were doing this to your brother?", | asked her as she was still massaging my scalp. 


"Yes, why?" 
"No offense but | wonder about his body response as a guy when his sister was doing that to him." 
She laughed softly. 


"| see what you mean but it was never an issue. | never noticed anything", she sounded very sure of herself. "| 


guess it was different. | was his sister, he did not think of me this way, you know." 
"Hopefully... But you're not my sister", | said and | grabbed her wrists to make her stop. 


| opened my eyes and saw her hovering over me. | let go of her wrists and put my hand behind her neck, 
pushing her face down towards mine to kiss her. A few second later, she slithered from where she was to sit 


further down on the bed. 


Sacha's POV 


"Let me finish the relaxation treatment", | said to him with a smile, removing the towel he still had around his 


waist. 


Izzy pulled himself up from the bed, resting on his elbows and looking at me going down on him. | caught a 
glimpse of his burning gaze locked on me. He was definitely turned on. | hoped he would enjoy it as much as the 
scalp massage. He seemed to have liked it when | blew him on Friday but that evening was so odd, it didn't 
count. There was a lot of tension between us then. | thought it was very different tonight. It was a bit 
ridiculous but | felt | had a lot of pressure now that | had realized his expertise in bed was way beyond mine. 
Yet, the challenge of giving him pleasure was a turn-on for me. After a short while | heard him pant faster 
and faster, his hips jerked a little as well. | felt him move as he sat on the bed and put one hand on my head, 
running his fingers into my hair as | was going. An instant later, he pushed my head away. 


"Wrong", | said fairly out of breath 

"No, babe, on the contrary" 

He was panting even harder now. 

"| don't want you to finish me off | want to come inside you" 


He lifted me from the bottom of the bed and removed the T-shirt | was still wearing. He pushed me down on 
the bed and rolled on top of me. 


"Fuck, Sacha.. You're driving me crazy..” 


He slid inside me and went very slow all the way to the finish line. | supposed he wanted to make it last for 
him and making sure | would come as well. It was different than the other times we had sex so far. | felt he 


was making love to me and it was still fucking good. 


Not a week-end fuck 


Author's Notes: 
Special Duff guest appearance ;-) 


Sacha's POV 


The morning after, we left the hotel around mid-morning. We were planning to arrive at my place in the 


evening around 4.00 pm. We still had about IO hours of drive ahead of us. 


While we were on the road, Izzy's phone rang. | could see on the car's display it was Duff calling and he picked 
up via the hand-free system. 


"Hey, Duff! Whats’ up?" 

"All good, Izz. What about you?" 

"Fine." 

"Guess who just called me?" 

"Oh, no..", Izzy sighed. 

"Yep! Himself. He was fucking losing it. Man, what did you do to him?" 

‘Its not your problem Duff. Just let him vent." 

"Vent? He screamed so loud in the phone that | think | lost another 3% of hearing capacity now." 
"Sorry! 


"He went ballistic on you and how you stood him up last night in Vegas and some other shit | have no clue 


about." 
"I know he's pissed. But why did he call you?" 


"He wanted to know if | knew what was going on with you, if | spoke with you or something this week-end. Not 


that | get what he meant." 


"He doesn't get himself either most of the time." 


‘Seriously, Izzy, what happened?" 


"Don't get me started. He's paranoid. And for the record, | did not stand him up. | told his PA | wasn't playing 


that night a few hours in advance and | texted him." 


"Ok, but.. | saw reviews last week-end of the Friday show. They were good. Axl said you were supposed to do it 


again Sunday but you left." 

"You know he can be insane sometimes." 

"Yeah, but you knew that too before showing up in Vegas, right?" 

"I took a chance. True, | left last night. Saturday, he wanted to talk and asked me to work with him on a 


project, | said no. He was sulking and came to me about it all over again Sunday. Then he took it out on the 


wrong person | don't want to deal with him when he's in that fucking frame of mind. You can't reason with 


him. 
"So what did the dictator blame you for?" 

Oh, so they were really calling him The Dictator among themselves. Charming! 
"Not me, someone else." 

Izzy looked at me as he said that. 


"Oh, right!" Duff exclaimed. "He said there was this girl that was messing with your mind and make you think 
with your dick and you gave up whatever projects with him for a week-end fuck" 


Izzy's face turned a slight shade of pink. | guess that was as much blushing as he could manage. He turned 


around to me and said ‘sorry for that inaudibly for Duff. 


"Duff, listen, that's not.. She's not a week-end fuck, to start with. Then | never agreed to his rock opera 


project. Do you see me working with him for weeks on end in his Malibu mansion studio on a rock opera?" 
"A what?" 
"A rock opera His new creative idea" 


"Holy shit. He asked you that? Man.. Ok, thanks. Now | know, | won't pick-up if he calls me again, at least for 


the next few weeks." 


All | heard was that | wasn't a week-end fuck. It sounded weird but | felt good to know that our time together 


this week-end meant something to him, like it did to me. | was blushing now, and more than a slight shade of 
pink | turned my head towards the side window to look at the road and avoid Izzy's gaze, in case he saw me 
change color. 

"Where did he get that idea in the first place?" 

"No clue. Don't wanna know. I'd rather record an ABBA cover album with Ozzy than what he proposed" 
There was an interesting musical idea. | heard Duff laugh on the other end of the phone when Izzy said that. 
"Shit! ld buy that in no time 

"Im sorry he called you, Duff. Just let it slide, don't reply to him, ok?" 

"Sure, no problem. We know the animal, right? But he said something else too 

"What now?" 


"He said he was pretty jealous of you because the girl was hot" 


Now | was really blushing, lobster red shade. And of course, Izzy turned around and saw me. He had his 
famous smirk on now. 


"Really? Well, yeah, | agree with him for that part", he said while looking at me. 
"Nicel", Duff stated. 

He seemed really friendly or funny or both from his voice. 

"So who's the girl? | didn't know you were seeing someone again" 

"Can we talk about that another time?", Izzy asked. 

"You know | need to feed Slash some gossips once in a while." 

"Can't talk now." 

"Come on. Why you can't?" 

Izzy rolled his eyes at the phone speaker. 


“cause she's sitting right next to me in the car and listening to this conversation" 


There was a blank 

"Oh... | see." Duff sounded surprised but still had a smile in his voice. "So hello, whoever you are. 
"Hil", | said, stupidly waving at the phone display, before realizing he wouldn't see me. 

Izzy cut short that slightly awkward moment. 

"Duff, are you home these days? | mean, Seattle home." 

"Yes, am here. Why?" 

"Am driving to Portland right now. | could hop over and come say hi if you're around tomorrow." 
"You're driving from Vegas to Portland? What the hell are you coming here for?" 

"Driving her back home." 

"Ah... Sure. You can come over tomorrow. Susan and | are home. When do you show up?" 

"How far is it? Two hours?" 

"From Portland? Make it three at least, plus traffic here, three and a half." 

He was right. Traffic in Seattle is pretty bad. 

"You send me your address over there? I'm not sure | have it”, Izzy asked him. 

"IIl do that when | hung up. Cool. So | guess | let you and your girl continue the romantic road trip." 
“Shut up, Duff" 

"See yal" 

The phone hung up. Izzy shook his head but was chuckling too. 

“Sorry about all that" 

| laughed because it was a funny conversation and somehow, | had heard in it what | wanted to hear. It seemed 


much more relaxed when Izzy was talking to Duff than when he was interacting with Axl. Izzy even seemed to 


have a half smile on his face now as he was continuing to drive. 


Falling hard and fast 


Izzy's POV 


The rest of the drive was pretty smooth and uneventful. We arrived at Sacha's place just before 100 pm. She 
ordered Thai food for a late dinner. Her apartment was not very big but it was rice, a bit outside of the 
center of the city but easily walkable to everything. | didn't know the city. | think we must have stopped here 
during one of our tours but | don't recall going around. It looked like a nice place to grow up and live, except for 
the weather which was just as shitty as what Duff used to tell us about Seattle. | guess when you're born 
and raised there, its your normal type of weather. | prefer dry and sunny, so California was more my kind of 


place. 


We talked a lot on the way to Portland Mainly | made her talk but | was feeling good and spoke too, a lot more 
than my usual 100 words or so per day. Now | was sitting on her couch in her living room. | knew quite a bit 
more about her, her family, her job, her miniature Batmobile car collection and her punk rock iPod playlists. 
She did talk a lot. | also was thinking that | was leaving the day after to go visit Duff. Maybe | could stop by 
here again when | would be heading South and going home for another [2-hour ride. We had managed to extend 
the week-end by one full day and one full night, that was good. | was sleeping here tonight and | was hoping | 
was getting lucky again. Maybe she had other tricks up her sleeve. After the scalp massage of last night, | 


was up for anything as long as it involved being with her. 
| was also thinking about what we did not speak about when we were driving. | was puzzled about the fact she 


did not ask me many questions about GnR, or my life back then Everyone asked me about that. | had to ask 
her about that. Weird, right? | had to ask her why she wasn't asking me about those things. 


"I think you're very good at reverse psychology’, | said. 

She frowned at me. 

"What are you talking about?" 

"Well, let's see. We met Friday afternoon We spent the evening and the night Saturday, then quite a lot of time 
together Sunday and today. We talked a lot. And you haven't asked me any question about my past when | was 
in the band. You know, the touring, the concerts, the groupies, the whole lifestyle indulgence and addiction 
thing.. Basically what everyone comments or wants to know about. So | conclude that you do it on purpose 


unless you really don't give a fuck about all that?" 


Sacha looked up and away but then her eyes came back to meet mine, as we were face to face sitting on her 


couch. 


"| care. I'm curious. But it's not calculated reverse psychology." 


"What is it, then?", | asked. 


"| don't want to be nosy. | know you don't like interviews so | don't want to grill you with tons of questions. And 
also, | guess | like Izzy now. | like the guy | met. | like him a lot.. What you did before, what | heard or read 
about on the band's problems and extravaganza, it seems so remote and not fitting with the person | am 
getting to know now. It's a bit strange." 


| liked her answer. Shit, | liked that way too much. | didn't think she was bullshitting me and telling me what | 
wanted to hear. She was truly interested in Izzy Stradlin now, a 50-year old part-time musician, part-time 
dabbler who was fucking around most of his time. | knew | was not looking too bad for my age, especially 
considering what | put myself through for many years a long time ago. Come on, with her looks and how cool 
she was, she could have any guy her age, but she was with me. | was looking at her. She was waiting for me 
to say something after her explanation 

"Does it make sense?", she questioned, talking about what she had just told me. 

"Sacha, I'm falling hard and fast for you. And yeah, it does make sense." 

She leaned closer to me and started to kiss me. 

"Lets go to bed’, she said. 

And when a girl tells you that, you just shut up and follow. 

A few hours later, in the middle of the night, | couldn't sleep. Sacha was lying next to me, sound asleep after | 
rocked her world a few times earlier on. | got up and went to her living room. | turned on the light in her 
kitchen which was in front of the living area, to have a bit of light but not too much. | needed to smoke and do 
something to keep myself busy and not think too much so | picked up my acoustic guitar. The bedroom door 
was closed and | was not making much noise anyway, she wouldn't hear me. | wasn't sure how long | was there 
strumming. At a certain point, | raised my head and saw Sacha looking at me from the corner of the hallway. 
"Sleepless?", she asked. 


"Sorry if | woke you up." 


"You didn't. | didn't hear anything, but | opened my eyes and you weren't there so.. | came to see what you 


were doing.” 
| resumed my playing where | left. 
"You want me to leave you alone?", she checked with me. 


| let out a sigh and looked at her. She was pretty hot like that, with the light from the kitchen illuminating her 


from behind. She was just wearing a T-shirt. 
"No, stay", | told her. 


| wanted her to stay, | just didn't feel like talking. She sat at the opposite end of the sofa, curling up in a ball, 
hugging her knees with her arms, her head resting on the top of the padded couch. 


| continued to play. It felt right like this. No need to speak, just having her sit next to me and me playing 


whatever. 
After a while, | turned around and glanced at her. She had fallen back asleep. | felt inspired but a bit afraid of 
what would come out of anything I'd write that night. | just put some chords and rhythm together. | would 


figure out lyrics later on. | put my guitar on the floor and slid across the couch to her side. My hand ran into 


her hair and on her cheek to wake her up. 

"We should probably get back to bed” 

"You're ready to sleep now?", she asked 

"Not sure, but I'll try” 

"What's wrong?" 

She seemed worried 

"Nothing's wrong’, | answered with my best poker face on 

"We haven't talked about us. You know, tomorrow morning, you'll get up and you'll leave and then what?" 


"Then I'll go back home to California, do my things... Think about you at night..", | said jokingly but it was not 


really a joke. 
"And | stay here, do my job and think about you at night too?" 
"l'Il be flattered if you think about me at night" 


| said that as | was letting my index and middle fingers climb up her leg and her thigh till the hem of her T- 
shirt. 


"Will you call me?", she asked, blocking my exploring fingers with her hand. 


| didn't know what to say. Hearing her voice and not being with her would likely be making it worse. 


"Maybe you can come over for a visit’, is what | replied. 

"You mean visiting you at your place?" 

"Why not?" 

On the way here, as | was driving and she was talking, she had said she was working freelance. She would get 
translation job sent to her or bid on translation jobs online. She could do that from anywhere, Oregon or 
California. 

"You said you can work remotely, so | figure.. You can visit and still do some work if you need to, right?" 

"| guess | can, yes", she ventured not sounding too sure. 

"You stay a few days, or a week.. Whatever you want." 

Shit, maybe | was going too fast. Was it a mistake to invite her home? | just invited her to come stay at my 
place for a few days but in the back of my mind, | was trying to imagine how it would be to wake-up every 
day next to her, if she would move in with me. Stradlin, fucking calm down. You met her 4 days ago. Axl's 


insanity is rubbing off on you. Yes, that was stupid If she'd come for a few days, we would see what would 


happen but not need to put pressure on her. 
"Sure, I'd like that", she finally said. 
| had forgotten she had not yet replied to me. 


"IIl call you", she said. "Now, let's go to bed again 


News flash: you don't have any cool 


Izzy's POV 


The following day, | left my pretty Sacha in Portland and drove to visit Duff and his wife in Seattle. They had a 
rice house there, where they'd spend half of their time. The other half, they were down in Los Angeles, where 
they had a house on the hills. | stayed overnight at their place and left on Wednesday morning. | decided 

against passing by Portland again. | had a long drive of I2 hours ahead and | wanted to do it in one stretch. | did 


not want to delay it. Also | had to see how | was functioning without Sacha around. 


| was fucking tired when | arrived back home. It was almost midnight. | went to bed without even undressing, 
falling face first into a fluffy pillow on a big empty bed. Good thing | was too tired to think straight. | must 
have fallen asleep right away. Reality hit me in the face the morning after when | woke up. | knew she wouldn't 
be there. Of course it was the first thought | had in my mind when | opened my eyes. | turned around and | 
was alone in my bed. No hot body to hug or press against, nobody saying hi to me, nobody to take care of my 
morning wood. | sat in bed and lit up a cigarette. | had a look at my phone to check the time. 10.35 am. 
Impressive. | had slept around IO hours. | saw | had a text message from Sacha. She had sent it early this 
morning. ‘Hope you made it back home safely. Take care. Sacha / PS: thought about you last night... Oh, boy. 
That was all | needed to wake up. | hesitated on what to do. Reply to her? Later. | needed a shower and to let 
the dog out, unless my brother was up already and did it. He would be leaving today afternoon and | had to 
drive him to the airport. 


Late afternoon, coming back from the airport where | dropped my brother, | went straight to my studio and 
recorded a few things. After that, | fed the dog and went to play with him in the garden The dog was 
exhausted after 20 minutes of running around. The poor thing was getting old or he had eaten too much to 
run around longer. | sat on my patio and watch the sun set. | texted back Sacha. ‘Back home safe last night, 
long drive, went straight to bed, only problem you weren't there. PS: thinking about you right now..” 


When the phone rang I5 minutes later, | hoped she was calling. | picked up the phone and saw Axl's name on the 
display. | had almost forgotten where we had left things. | knew there was no point in delaying. It was best to 
get it over with so | pushed the green button and took his call. 

"Hi, Axl." 

"You did not even call me." 

Alright, straight at it. No fucking hello whatsoever. 


"Sunday? | texted you and | called you fucking PA” 


"You could have called me the day after." 


"You would have still been mad’, | said to justify myself. 
"Im still mad, fuckhead!" 

"Then hung up and call me back when you've calmed down" 
"Izzy, shit! Why can't we talk anymore?" 


"What do you want to talk about now? The gig | missed? The fact that | don't want to work on your rock 
opera? The fact that you tried to choke my girlfriend? Have your pick" 


Axl didn't reply right away. 

"She's ok?" 

"Yes, she's ok, apart from the grip marks around her neck which do not fit her very well" 
"She talked back to me. | lost my cool.” 

"Axl, news flash: you don't have any cool.” 

| heard him laugh. Typical. 

"Tell her | didn't want to hurt her, ok? | mean it" 

"| will. Oh, and leave Duff out of this as well, please.” 

"Duff called you?" 

"Yes, and | was at his place in Seattle two days ago." 

"You went to Seattle?" 

"| drove Sacha back to Portland, | was next door." 

"Wait... You drove her home? From Vegas? So it's like serious or what?" 
"| don't like the word serious for describing a relationship." 

"Fine, what do you call it then?" 


"Don't know. | left her on Tuesday morning and | fucking miss her. A lot" 


"Izz, you write good stuff when you're sad. Take advantage." 


"Very funny." 


"Listen, | did not mean to be an asshole. | just have some issues with the band right now and | thought if we 
worked together that would be a distraction and that would be something that works well. Let me know if 
you're around, ok? I'm done with touring in IO days, I'll be home till year-end after that." 


"| will but the chances of me ending up stranded in fucking Malibu are pretty scarce, you know that." 
There was a blank in our conversation. 

"Axl, chill, ok?" 

"Will try. Bye." 

He had hung up. 


Axl would never say sorry explicitly but for him, that was a pretty good apology. Just like any time he would 
screw up, he would never acknowledge something was his fault or say sorry but he would do some kind of 
amends afterwards when he had cooled off. So we were good, as usual. | knew that in a few months, he might 
call me again for a GnR gig and | would probably go. We tried many times to act normally with each other, to 
no avail. We had this tough love thing elevated to an art form. We were stuck with it for the rest of our lives. 
| laughed by myself thinking how difficult it must have been for him to call me. But he did. | had to love the 
bastard just for that. 


Cold shower, what else? 


Sacha's POV 


It had been 3 days since | heard from him and when | said "heard", | meant "read". | had sent him a text to 
check he was back home without trouble. He had messaged me back that same evening. | wasn't sure what to 
do now. | didn't want to come across as needy but | kinda was. | had never met a man like him. | was in love 
with this guy. He was hard to read most times but despite that he had made me feel good when | had been 


around him. 


Izzy had proposed that | come and visit him. It was highly tempting. | had no idea what that would entail but 
being around him was all | would care about now. | had some things to do here this coming Monday and 
Tuesday but | could leave later in the week. Maybe go for a long week-end, arriving Friday afternoon and leave 
Monday evening, something like that. Not too short, not too long. Were we dating? If we were dating, it would 
only be normal to spend time at each other's place, right? | was so nervous to talk to him about this. It made 
no sense. He was the one who proposed that | come visit so what was the big deal? | decided to reach out to 
him but not too directly. So | texted him to ask if | could call him. Stupid and lame but | couldn't just pick up 
the phone and call him. 


After texting him | was sitting on my couch sipping a glass of red wine and watching my phone, desperately 
waiting for a text back, like a teenage girl who's awaiting an invitation to prom. Pathetic. | needed more wine. | 
refilled my glass and as | put the bottle down on the coffee table, the phone rang. It was him. My heart was 
pounding in my chest. | carefully picked it up and put it on speaker, too scared to hold it close to my face. 
"Hi there", | said. 


"Hey, Sacha.. Got your text. If you want to call me, just call me, ok?" 


Oh, jeez. That soft husky voice... | swallowed with difficulty and hoped that my voice would sound settled and 


calm. 

"Ok, | will. | didn't know if you'd be busy so | thought texting was best.. lts a bit awkward, isn't if?" 
"I'm sorry | havent called you 

"No, it's fine. Im not calling for that.. But did you want to call me?" 


"Yeah, | did" 


| heard him sigh. It would be so much easier if we were sitting in the same room. | wanted to ask him why he 


hadn't call me but refrained from that. 


"So how are you?", | asked, hoping he would give me a real answer. 

"Better now that | hear your voice." 

If he only knew how | felt hearing his voice. | had goosebumps all over and | was starting to get wet. This was 
bad. Somehow, | had never managed to do phone sex but right now, | swore | could have done it. One of my 
previous boyfriends always tried to get me to do that with him but it never worked. It was not spontaneous, 
so | would end up laughing all the time and making him upset. This was way hotter, like anything with him. | was 
sure he wasn't even trying to sound hot. Actually, he hadn't said anything suggestive really. It was just his 
voice and my imagination running wild already. | had to get a grip and remember | was the one calling him. 
"You remember you invited me for a visit, if | wanted to come over?" 

"Yes", is all he replied 

"Good, so if you're still up for that, | could fly and come next week, if you're free." 


"When do you arrive?" 


"| don't know, | haven't checked any flight, | wanted to see with you first. Where should | fly to anyway? 
What's the closest airport?" 


Fly to San Francisco, less busy than LA. I'll come pick you up, it's about an hour from my place." 
"IIl check flights then and | can give you the arrival time and.. We get organized, right?" 
"Sounds good." 


Alright, he was ok with the idea but | wasn't sure if he was really enthusiastic about it. He did sound oddly 


neutral as he was talking to me now. 

"You're sure? | mean, you sound.. How shall | say that? Not very excited about it” 
There was a long pause. 

"Izzy?" 


Sacha.. I'm just trying not to explode here. You have no idea how fucking turned on | am right now, just 


thinking about you coming over here next week" 
Oh, so that was that.. | felt even more turned on myself too now. 


"You got me blushing, just so you know." 


"If you could read my mind now, you'd do more than blush, believe me." 

Enough talking. | needed a flight to San Francisco asap, Wednesday morning if possible. 

"What are you gonna do about it?", | asked trying to sound innocent. 

| heard him cough and then chuckle on the other side of the phone. | was trying to imagine his seducing 
smirking face. He was probably smoking. Maybe he was in his bedroom. Maybe he was sitting on his couch. | 
recalled how cool he looked sitting on mine here in the dark, wearing nothing but his boxers, with his guitar on 
his lap. 

"Don't know... Cold shower, | guess. What else?" 


Oh shit. He was teasing me now. | could hear it in his voice. 


"| might need one too now", | answered him. "Listen, l'm going look up flights and then | let you know, alright?" | 


had to cut the tension and say something plain 
"Ok, babe" 

"See you soon then Bye" 

"Bye, Sacha" 

| loved how he said my name. | took a sip of wine and tucked myself deeper into the plump pillows of my couch. 
| didn't want a cold shower, | wanted his skilled warm hands on me. But that would have to wait a few days. | 


closed my eyes and let my right hand slide down towards the button and zipper of my jeans. | was sure he 


wouldn't take a cold shower either after we had hung up. 


All soft and submissive for my new girl 


Sacha's POV 


Direct flights were stupidly expensive for the Wednesday departure. | couldn't find anything reasonably priced 
till Friday. So | would need to wait a bit more to go there. If the trip went well this time, | wanted to be able to 
afford another flight and go back to see him, for example next month, so getting a cheap ticket was important. 
Once | got booked, | sent him the details of my trip. 


The rest of the week was a drag. | did do a few translation jobs. | also sent my application to get a part-time 
position as language teacher at a local college. | could do with a steady salary, even if it was just for a few 
hours per week on evenings or Saturdays, to even out a bit my income when | had less translation requests 
coming to me. | had done this for 5 years now so | had regular customers and companies using my services 


but you could never be sure they would feed you with constant work. 


| landed as scheduled in San Francisco on Friday mid-afternoon. | had to wait a bit for my luggage and | was 
worried to make him wait for me. | was staying 5 days, | had taken way too many clothes but | wasn't sure 
what we'd do or what | would want to wear, so | packed plenty of things. | saw him waiting in the arrival hall 

as | walked out with my luggage. He was wearing dark jeans, a black T-shirt and sunglasses. | supposed you 
could say he looked like anyone in the arrival lounge but | thought he looked special. | walked towards him and 
was wondering what to do or say. Should | hug him? Kiss him passionately to show him | missed him? | didn't 
know what he'd like or not in term of public display of affection, so | did nothing. | just stopped right in front of 
him and said "hi". 


"Hi", he said back. "Welcome to California" 

He took my hand and kissed it. It was a surprising greeting but in a nice way. Then he looked at my big luggage. 
| was also carrying a backpack and a big purse. | guess | was not the seasoned traveler he was and | wasn't 
traveling light. 

"You're moving in?", he said smiling. 

| wish | was... 


"No, but | wasn't sure what to wear here, you know, the weather is not the same as back home." 


He frowned at me, probably noting this was a stupid excuse for packing way too much. He picked up the big 
luggage to help me out but noticed it had wheels so he did not have to carry it. 


"Am parked right out there. Let's go." 


The weather outside was sunny. It was the last week-end of September and still nicely warm here. | spotted 


his big black Jeep on one of the front rows of the parking. There weren't too many cars on this part of the 
parking lot. Izzy put my things in the car and walked around towards the passenger side to open the door for 
me. Before opening the door, he pushed me gently against the car and kissed me. That was a much better 
welcome than inside. He was kissing me deeply and slowly. | felt his hands circle around my waist under my 
blazer jacket, moving down on my hips and moving up again sliding under my T-shirt. The touch of his fingers 
on my skin sent shudders all over me. He felt | shivered and broke his kiss, moving his face away a few inch 


from me to look at me. 


"| prefer not to have everyone looking’, he said, apologizing for not having kissed me like that right when | 
arrived in the airport hallway. 


Izzy's POV 


| had been waiting the whole week, waiting for her to show up this Friday. Seeing her arriving in the hallway 
with her big luggage looked funny. | was fantasizing about the fact she was showing up to move in with me and 


had packed all her stuff. She was here for 5 days. I'd make the most of those. 


We had about an hour of drive back to my place. | needed a little taste of my pretty Sacha before driving for 
one hour, but waited till we were on the parking lot which was oddly but conveniently not very crowded that 
Friday afternoon. The minute | pressed my lips against hers, it felt right. No more nerves, no more stress or 
anticipation. She was there with me and for me. 


| would give her a tour of the house when we arrived. Before going anywhere inside, however, the dog wanted 
to come and see who was the intruder. She kneeled down in front of my black labrador to pet him on the head. 
| saw my big guard dog tilt his head on the side as she petted him and a second later lay at her feet and 
then, grand finale, roll on his back in front of her to show her his belly. The fucking guardian of the house was 


all soft and submissive for my new girl. He did not even fucking growl or bark at her once. What was going on? 
"He's so nice and friendly’, she said looking up at me while still rubbing his belly. 
"Yes, | trained him to behave that way with pretty girls on purpose.” 


| left her luggage in the hallway and took her by the hand to start the house tour with the garden at the 
back and the swimming pool. The dog came with us but decided to stay in the garden and bask in the sun next 
to the pool. | led her back indoors through the kitchen door that was overseeing the patio. | had a big house 
but it was not a manor Axl's style. | considered it big ass enough to be impressive but not so much that it 
would be unmanageable or that | had to have people in to clean and maintain it all the time. Still, upstairs, | had 
four bedrooms and 3 bathrooms, and a pretty big attic where | was storing a truckload of GnR and old things. 


She seemed impressed. 


"That's a great place. You've lived here long?", she asked as walked in my bedroom with her luggage rolling 


behind her. 


"About b years. It was brand new when we moved in’, | said while helping her put her big suitcase on the 


bench at the bottom of the bed 
"You said "we" moved in?" 

She caught me there. 

"My ex-wife and |" 


| knew she had read the press kit and | saw it said in my bio that | was divorced. She was probably getting 


curious now, too curious not to ask anything further. 

"Now you mention it, yes, | read you were divorced. Can | ask what happened?" 

"Which time?" 

She looked confused. 

"Which time what?", she tried to get me to clarify. 

"l'm divorced twice." 

"That detail wasn't in the press kit", she smiled nervously. "Well, would you tell me about both times?" 

There is no best week-end starter conversation than one about your two divorces, right? But it was only fair 
of her to ask | had wondered why she wasn't asking me things about my past. Now that she was, | couldn't be 
annoyed about it. 

"Last divorce was 4 years ago. We were married 5 years. Various reasons, main one being that she was 38 at 
that time and wanted kids, did not want to wait anymore and realized that even if she waited further, | 
wouldn't change my mind" 

| looked at Sacha as | was telling her this, trying to see if | saw her face registering any emotion about the 
sensitive subject of kids. At first | thought she was 25 or something. When she told me she was 3I, | felt a 
little better, even if it made no fucking difference. | could still technically be her father and that was a bit 
creepy so | was trying not to think too much about that. Was she looking for a man to marry and start a 
family with? | was the wrong guy. At least, that should have become clear to her right now. She did not look 
upset or shocked. Maybe there was hope and no all 30-something women wanted children. 


"And first divorce?", she inquired. 


"| married my first wife when | was 21. She was a groupie. Axl's girlfriend originally. Actually we were both 


dating her but she ended up choosing me. We got married fast, like after 1 months of dating. She loved the 
rock n roll and touring lifestyle and a few years later when | got sober and decided to slow down a lot on the 
partying side, it was not easy for her. Then when | left GnR, there was no more touring and all that shit. We 
ended up in a rental house in Indiana right after | quit the band and she couldn't stand it. We were fighting a 
lot. She wasn't used to be in a house and live normally and that's all | wanted at that time. | noticed she was in 


love with Izzy in GnR and on tour, not with me, so we divorced" 


5 guys (this is not about burgers) 


Sacha's POV 

Izzy was very open and direct with me about his two divorces. | appreciated the honesty and to know a bit 
more about him personally. He was looking at me waiting for a comment on my end on what he had just told 
me. 

“Thanks for sharing", | said. 

He winked at me and put a cigarette in his mouth. He was smoking a lot. Not that | minded per se but | wasn't 
used to be around a smoker. So maybe he wasn't smoking a lot and | just didn't know how many cigarettes an 
average smoker has per day. As unhealthy a habit as it was, | liked to watch him smoke. 

"What about you?", he smiled as he watched me open my luggage. "Ever been married?" 

| shook my head. 

"No, not even close. Never even been engaged." 

"Hard to believe", he said. 

"| didn't give my suitors many chances, | guess." 

| wasn't sure how much | had to say about my previous love life. When we had the long drive back to my 
place, | told him many things about me but didn't go in the details of my exes. | owed him a little sharing too 


although there wasn't much to say. 


‘I've only gone out with 5 guys in my whole life so far and | usually was the one breaking up the relationship 


first" 

He blinked at me. 

"When you said you went out with 5 guys only.. You dated 5 guys only but you've had more guys, right?" 
"You mean if | slept with more guys? No, 5, as well, | mean, the same ones | dated, obviously." 


His eyes widened. Yes, that wasn't very rock n roll, | assumed. By 3l, he was divorced once and had probably 
slept with 300 women. My past paled in comparison 


"What can | say?", | told him with resignation. 


‘lm not judging’, he said. "lm just trying not compare with any of my usual fucked up reference points. I'm 
sure 5 is a pretty good number." 


"You mean for any girl who is not a slut?", | was just checking what he tried to say. 
"Not what | meant. If anything, | was a slut back then" 
That made me laugh. | had never heard a guy call himself a slut. 


“Actually now for you, its b. Unless | made such a forgettable impression last week..", he said with a cheeky 


grin. 
| chose not to reply but just smiled at him. 


"There's room over there in the closet for your stuff if you want to unpack. I'll let you do that. I'll be 


downstairs. You wanna have dinner here or we go out somewhere?" 
"You cook? Because | don't", | warned him. 


| can cook but | don't have much here left. We can go buy food tomorrow. You'll tell me what you like. Tonight, 


let's go out. There is a nice place just 20 minutes from here. Whenever you're hungry." 


| started to unpack my things and put them in the closet he showed me. It was big and completely empty. | 
guessed it must have been his wife's closet. There was another one on the other side. | had a peek in it. A 
myriad of black and white and various dark shades of shirts. Jeans, black and denim, a few suits, a few T- 
shirts, jackets, hats and scarves. He had a lot of clothes. More than me back home. When | was done putting 
my things away, | joined him downstairs. The dog was following me wiggling his tail left and right. | had never 
had a dog so | wasn't sure if he was happy or suspicious of me but he had been friendly so far so | wasn't 
bothered. | didn’t find Izzy anywhere in the downstairs rooms. | had a look outside and saw he was sitting on 


his patio reading from a tablet. 


Im all set upstairs. Thanks for the big storage space. My whole wardrobe would not even fill this closet", | 


commented. 


"We can go for a drive tomorrow. There is a forest and a lake not too far. | go there with the dog once in a 


while. You want? We can do a nice walk over there." 


"Sounds good. You don't think he's gonna be jealous you take me to his special place?", | asked pointing at the 
dog who was sitting next to us. 


"He doesn't seem very jealous of you. | think he likes you a lot." 


"He likes me more than Axl does, that's for sure", | joked. 


lzzy snickered at my comment. 


A sucker for sentimental shit 


Izzy's POV 


Sacha left the following Tuesday, after her 5-day visit. | didn't want to let her go and she didn't want to leave 
but that was the normal thing to do, right? If it was the right thing to do, why couldn't | sleep? 


Truthfully, we didn't have much in common in term of background. | was raised in Indiana in the 60's and 10's, 
she was born early 80's and raised in the 40's in what seemed like a very progressive family environment in 
Portland. Leaving that aside, we both loved music and she had wide and interesting music tastes for a woman 
her age. She was listening to rock and punk but also many 10's bands and blues music. She told me her 
brother was in a band when he was younger and this is how she got familiar with all that. She wasn't a party 
animal, which was good according to my nowadays standards and she had interesting ideas and something to 
say about pretty much everything. We did have great sex while she was here but we did have a few nights 
where we just spoke and laid together here on this bed. There was something soothing and relaxing being 


around her that | couldn't explain but | definitely enjoyed. 

That Tuesday night, | was in my bed alone and wide awake, staring at the ceiling. | couldn't do this. | couldn't see 
her just once in a while, once every month or whatever. Why was she living far away? Was it selfish to want 
to have her move here with me? | couldn't move. As much as | hated LA, it was still the music industry 
capital. | was not too far from it here to make it practical but far enough to avoid the obnoxious sides of the 
city of angels. So yep, | was stuck here. | had to lure her back here. 

The following morning, after a hot shower to get rid of the pain in my muscle from being too tense all night, | 
picked up the phone. | hated to ask for advices but | felt lost and clueless. | needed some guidance, preferably 
from someone who could understand where | was coming from. | called Duff. 

"Hi, Izzyl", a cheerful Duff replied after just one ring. 

"Hi, Duff. | hope l'm not waking you up." 


"Nah... | was up, cleaning up after breakfast. The girls just left for school." 


Oh, right, it was 815 am on a week day. He has kids. They go to school and school starts in the morning, as far 


as | remembered. 
"But why the hell are you calling me at 800 am? You're ok?" 
"Not sure", | said with a sigh. "That's why l'm calling.’ 


"Shit, zz! Did you drink?", Duff asked with panic in his voice. 


"No... Not that, no relapse. Although | wish | could drink something right now." 

"Don't think about that. What's the problem?" 

"Sacha", | replied with a long and loud sigh. 

"What happened?" 

"lim fucking in love with her." 

"Could be worse. From what you said and how you described her, she looked like she's quite something.” 
“That's not the problem. Duff, how do | know if | am not making another fucking mistake?" 

"A mistake?", he repeated. 

"| got married twice, divorced twice. In the last 4 years since my second divorce, I've had a few girlfriends. 
Lets say 3 or 4 with whom it lasted a little longer and they were looking for something more but | wasn't, 
even after dating them for months. Now | meet this girl. She is 20 years younger than me, | spend 4 days in 
Vegas with her, one night at her place in Portland and she just left yesterday after she visited here for 5 
days and | just fucking can't stop thinking about her. How is it possible? What is this? You got married three 
times. This third time, looks like you got the right one. Tell me, how do you know?" 

"Wow... Dude... Calm down. Breathe in, breathe out." 

‘Its driving me nuts." 

| heard plates and glasses shuffled around on Duff's side. 

I'll do the dishes later. lzz, listen. Truth is, you don't know. You never know. Susan was the right one for me. 


Third time's the charm. | have no doubt about that now. | love her, she loves me. But we dated 2 years and 
we've been married 14 so now | feel more at ease. But on my wedding day, | wasn't sure. | just went with it 
because it seemed right at that time but.. It seemed right the first two times, so what did | know? Ok, the 
first time is because | had lost a bet against Slash and | was high as fuck even on my wedding day, so l'm not 


sure how rationale | was about the whole thing. You know how it was. You were there." 


"Honestly, Duff, | don't recall much of your first wedding either because | was completely drunk and smacked 
out." 


"| know. | still have the video of the ceremony. You looked a bit out of it" 


"Thank you. Remind me to show it to me next time | pass by in Seattle", | told him. 


"Susan better not be around then.. | buried the tape somewhere in the attic with old GnR stuff. Anyway, when 
you fuck up so much like we did before, its normal to be edgy about that and anything that vaguely 


resembles a commitment." 


"Joke aside, | don't think I'm going to marry anyone again but maybe it would be nice not to die alone with only 


my dog around, you know?" 

Shit, Stradlin, can you try to sound a tad less pathetic there? We have a fucking reputation, you know? 
"She's in love with you?", Duff asked me plainly. 

"Yeah." 

"Sex is good?" 

"Fuck, yeah." 

"Everything else is good?" 

"So far, yes." 

"Then why do you torture yourself? Just go with the flow." 


"I want her to move in with me but it's too soon. She lives I2 hours away. | can't just see her every month or 


So. 


"So ask her to move in. What's gonna happen? If it doesn't work, you make her move out. If it works, you both 
enjoy.” 


"What if she says no and that we're moving too fast and she doesn't want to move away from her family and 


shit?" 
"If she's in love and its meant to be, she'll say yes. Then you'll know.’ 


| put the phone down on the table next to me and looked up at the screen Did | fucking call the Dalai Lama or 
something? When did Duff turn into a bottomless pit of wisdom? 


"Izzy?" 
"lim still there. | was thinking." 


"Stop thinking." 


"Im not Steven; | replied to him. 
"He's not the brightest star in the sky but he's been happily married for a long while” 

"Yeah, great for him.. So you're trying to make me feel better by saying I'm too clever for marriage?" 
"No, that would be Axl's excuse", he laughed 

"OK, so | just take a chance? That's your advice?" 

"Yes, go for it. And send me an invite when you'll be tying the knot, ok?" 

"| just told you l'm not going to marry anyone again" 


"Yeah, yeah... zz, we both know you're a sucker for the sentimental shit. If she's the right one, you'll be on 


your knees proposing to her in no time. | can picture it already." 


Well, | hated to admit it but he was right. | had been on my knees for her already a few times, doing 
something else than proposing, but yeah, if she was the right one.. It was possible that | would do it again 


"Duff, m gonna leave you do the dishes now’ 
"Thanks. | have to get the trash out too, Susan reminded me." 

"And | need to go feed the dog’, | said 

"Have to do that too, and the cat 

"Its not a contest, Duff" 

"Good luck, man Tell me how it goes” 

Bye" 

So | just had to go for it, right? Seemed easy when Duff was saying it. What would that mean in my case? | 
needed a few days to clear my head | called up the guys | play with most of the time and got a little impro 
session set-up for the following day at my house. Duff's input was good but now | had to process it and see 


what | could do with it. | would normally think better with a guitar in my hand and something else going around. 


And who knew, maybe that would end up being good material for a next iTunes release. 


You're sure about this? 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks a lot for everyone who read this one and all the comments and reviews. I've gotten good PM feedback 
too from several persons and wanted to thank them again. Will surely think about those comments and ideas 


for next stories. 


Izzy's POV 


The impro session with my fellow musicians and friends went quite well. We did a few takes that were good 
raw material for something new. | was more in a bluesy mood these days and my confused feelings may have 


helped along the way for that. 


| had also cleared my head about Sacha. | wanted to have her around. | didn't care if it was immature or 
pressing or whatever else people would think. | had never paid much attention about people's opinions. AIl | 
cared about was her and how it felt when she was around me. | was simply dreading that she thought 
differently about the whole thing and would back off. | had to try anyway. If that didn't work, | might consider 
switching to country music, buy a dobro and write a new album about me being lonely as fuck My mom loves 
country music. She'd be proud of me for once.. But before rerouting my career towards country music and 


proposing a duo album to Carrie Underwoods, | had a cunning plan to deploy. 


Sunday morning later on that week, | was in front of Sacha's building in Portland. | had been driving up there in 
two stretches and | had actually slept in Portland at a hotel the night before. It was 10.00 am when | showed 
up at her place, her car was in the parking lot at the front of her building so she must have been home. | had 
waited at the entrance of the building to get in while someone else was going out. People were friendly here. 
They didn't look at me like | was some kind of murderer who was trying to get in the building to savagely 
assault an old person, so they let me in when | said | was going to visit someone and wanted to make it a 


surprise by not ringing from downstairs. 


T floors later, | was standing in the corridor, in front of her apartment door. She did not have a peephole so 
she couldn't check who was there. | had an envelope in my hand. | gave it a last look before sliding it under her 
apartment door and then knocking a few times fairly hard, just to make sure she'd hear it. ! was hoping the 
sequence of events would work out as planned, ie. she would first check the envelope and then open the door. 


Now | just had to wait. Strangely enough, | wasn't feeling nervous anymore. 


Sacha's POV 


| was in my kitchen pouring some fresh steaming coffee when | heard a couple of loud knocks at my door. On a 


Sunday morning? Could be one of the neighbors who needed something. | quickly had a glance at myself in the 


living room mirror before going to the door, just to see if | looked decent. Old jeans too big and an old T-shirt, 
no make-up and barefoot, but clean, as | just had taken a shower and washed my hair. Ok, | wouldn't frighten 
anyone. | walked towards the door and noticed a dark envelope on the floor in front of the door. Did someone 
just shove that under my door? | picked it up. There was my name on it written with a white marker and 


there was something in it, not just paper. 


| was hesitant but then | opened the envelope. It was an old GnR backstage pass, from their UYI tour. | 
recognized the album artwork on the pass. There was white duct tape over the band name but the logo and 
colorful images were still visible. You could also still read the words ‘ALL ACCESS: and under them, on the piece 
of white duct tape, it was written "Izzy's place". 


My heart stopped for an instant and so did my brain. Then both started to function again but | wasn't 
breathing. | kicked myself internally and breathing restarted. What the hell was this? | was trying to imagine 
how this could have arrived here. It couldn't possibly be that Izzy would have..? That's when | realized that a 
minute ago, there had been a knock on the door. | put my hand on the door handle. | was shaking a little but | 
opened the door. 


| felt my heart racing when | saw Izzy leaning against the wall right in front of my apartment front door, with 


a big smirk on his face. 
“morning, Sacha", he simply said. 
"What..2", is all | managed to utter. 


He hadn't moved a single inch and was just eyeing me up and down. Oh, shit, | wasn't really looking sexy or 
pretty, but that's what he got for catching me unexpectedly home on a Sunday morning. 


"How come you're here? | mean..", | was still trying to vaguely say something right and meaningful but not 


really managing well. 


My cheeks flushed and my mouth dried up but | also felt a warm fuzzy sensation at the bottom of my 
stomach. | saw his eyes falling on the pass | had in my hand. Within an instant, | told myself fuck it with saying 
anything! | put the pass around my neck and walked the five steps that separated me from Izzy. | took his 
face in my hands and planted a long and deep kiss on his lips. 


After a few minutes of kissing and making out in my building hallway, we went back into my apartment. | closed 
the door and as | was still searching for something to say that wouldn't sound silly, Izzy leaned over my ear 


and whispered to me. 


"Babe, no way l'm leaving Portland again without you. And this time, you gonna need bigger luggage than when 


you visited last time. Take all your stuff and move in with me. Please." 


| looked at him a bit shocked. Inadvertently, a big smile grew across my face. | couldn't disguise what | was 


feeling at that moment. | had no idea what was in store for me and what he meant or had in mind for the two 
of us but that was an offer | couldn't refuse. | had never done anything so spontaneous. Then again, | had 
never dated a man like him. So | took him over to the kitchen and gave him some coffee. 


"You're sure about this?", | double-checked with him. 


| have no fucking clue what I'm doing right now but yeah, go pack your bags and let's drive back home. We'll 
figure it out somehow." 


"Sounds like you gave it a lot of thought. Let's do that", | said with a smile. 


| disappeared into my bedroom and got my big luggage from under the bed. This time, | did not have to worry 
about what | should take from my wardrobe. | would take everything. | knew he had enough room to store it. 


THE END 


